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CHAPTER 501 
FURY(l) 


Lith dashed forward. The chaos and mayhem of the cave made caution irrelevant. 

'I must stop the hybrids from getting stronger!' He thought as he unleashed a series 
of tier four spells that struck the black wargs where their vitals were supposed to be 
with surgical precision. 

Lith had added the bestiary to Soluspedia, so that he would always know the most 
efficient way to kill the monsters it contained. Three hybrids died on the spot, but 
four somehow survived even with their heads removed or their hearts replaced by a 
gaping hole. 

At least until a fifth hybrid extended its tendrils to suck them dry. 

"Thanks, brother. Much appreciated." The creature said before exploding into 
maniacal laughter filled with ecstasy. Lith could distinguish two voices talking in 
unison. 

One of them was feral and rough, yet it was barely audible, like it was fading away. 
The other was ancient and erudite, its phrasing a bit out of date. It held a feeling of 
malice and power that gave Lith the creeps. 

One of the female wargs ran in front of Lith, her teeth bared, her eyes pitch black 
with the same darkness which was coursing through the hybrids. She tried to stab at 
Lith's throat, but he easily avoided the hit and pierced her heart. 

Lith let darkness magic flow through the Gatekeeper, expecting her to commit a 
suicidal explosion. The warg's attack had been too sloppy and hesitant. Killing her 
had been too easy. It had to be a trap. 

Except it wasn't. 

"Thanks, brother." She said as the darkness faded from her eyes. The gratitude in her 
voice, which terribly resembled Rena's, almost shattered Lith's heart. 
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"It's eating us from the inside." The warg coughed blood, revealing the small furball 
shivering with fear she had hidden in her other arm the whole time. 

"I couldn't resist much longer. Please, I don't want to kill my baby, nor do I want him 
to become part of that thing." 

The Gatekeeper flickered in Lith's hand severing both lives at once. The two wargs 
died painlessly, but Solus was crying. The remaining grey wargs literally threw their 
lives at Lith, unwilling to hurt their pack mates. 

The Abomination inside of them was too strong to resist its calling. They could only 
ride its hate toward the intruder and use him as a means to escape their fate. With 
each swing of Lith's blade, a warg fell into oblivion and Solus cried harder. 

Rage and hatred burned like a sun inside Lith's heart, making him once again 
wonder if death was just a part of life or more like a part of him. Death had brought 
him to Mogar and had kept walking with him the whole time. 

He would either fight it as a Healer or dispense it to those who stood in his path. For 
the wargs it had been a blessing. A quick, painless, way out from an eternity of 
slavery, trapped inside the monstrosity consuming them. 

He promised to his companion that the thing in front of them would receive no such 
mercy. 

"You shouldn't have messed with my plate, brother." Tezka was busy consuming the 
four hybrids before their energy was lost forever while Lith killed the last wargs. 

"It took me time and effort to make proper nourishment out of this horseshit. I'm 
still far from being whole and every bit helps." 

During the last two days, the warg pack had followed Tezka's instructions. They had 
exhausted all of their food reserves while practicing magic under the caring eye of 
the magical beast's memories. 

Until the hunger prevailed, awakening the real Tezka. For the centuries old 
Abomination, they weren't cubs but merely a means to an end. He would use them to 
regain his body and power before confronting his other self. 

It would lead him on the next step of the evolutionary scale that had eluded him for 
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so long despite all of his efforts. Despite the countless lives Tezka had consumed, he 
was still just an Eldritch. Now, he could become so much more. 

The Eldritch was sure of it. 

The last grey warg had yet to reach the ground when Tezka charged at Lith like a 
freight train. Two quills as long and thick as a blade erupted from his forearms while 
his fur turned into an armor composed of small spikes. 

Lith infused himself with every element and sidestepped the enemy's attack. His 
gloved fist struck Tezka's liver like a machine gun. Each hit delivered a tier four 
darkness magic spell. Grim Reaper, right inside the hybrid, sending him crashing 
against a wall with a boom. 

Tezka shook off both the spell and the impact before the tier four fire magic spell. 
Burning Prison, could trap him. He Blinked to safety only to find Lith right behind 
him. 

The left handed hand slash from the Gatekeeper severed Tezka's head as the razor 
sharp claws of the gauntlet made it possible for Lith to pierce through the Eldritch's 
heart. 

The Abomination just laughed and retaliated at the flabbergasted Ranger with an 
elbow strike that would have shattered his ribs if Lith hadn't Blinked away at the last 
second. Black tendrils reconnected the head to the body and sewed it back in its 
place. 

"Who are you? Why did you do this?" Lith asked, voicing the questions that were 
ravaging Solus's heart as he planned how he was going to kill something with no 
vitals. 

"Tm just like you, brother. An Abomination. As for the why, 1 did it because 1 can!" 
Tezka wasn't a big talker either. He would speak only to mess with his opponents' 
head while he cast his spells. 

His right hand released the tier five Chaos array. Chaos Dimension. Grey specks of 
light filled the underground cave, making it impossible to use dimensional magic 
unless it used Chaos instead of darkness. 

The Eldritch's left hand drew a circle in mid air, tearing space apart to take out his 
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prized sword, Endless Night. 


"Let's see how good you are without the edge Life Vision gives to you, brother." A 
cruel grin twisted Tezka's snout as he Blinked in for the kill, now that he was certain 
that Lith couldn't follow his movements anymore. 




Blood Desert, Outside the Forgotten Plum camp, now. 

The real Tezka had been sent by the Master to keep an eye on Balkor's family and kill 
them the moment the opportunity presented itself. With them gone, the god of death 
would have no reason to help the Guardians. 

The Eldritch didn't like the job, nor following orders, but the Master was the only 
chance he had to overcome the bottleneck he had been stuck at for decades. 

Suddenly, he felt like his soul was being ripped apart. He felt something he had 
thought long forgotten. Tezka felt fear. 

'What the heck? Someone just stole my Endless Night! That's impossible. Both my 
Omni pocket and the sword are linked to my life force. Fuck Balkor, 1 want answers, 
now!' 




Lith was sick and tired of Tezka calling him "brother." Carl called him that and so did 
Tista, Rena, and now Aran. It was a word that meant the world to him, no matter 
which planet he was on. 

Every time it came out of Tezka's mouth, it was filled with poison. It tainted the 
memories of his lost brother and those of every happy moment he had ever lived. 
Tezka's Blink landed him right in the middle of a stream of blue flames that was 
coming out of Lith's mouth. 

They burned through everything they touched. The array, Tezka's body, even the rift 
in space was forcefully shut down, almost cutting the Eldritch in two. 

"Origin Flames?" The hybrid had no idea what those words meant, but a shiver ran 
down his spine. That was before Solus's gauntlet started to grow. 
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CHAPTER 502 
FURY (2) 


Origin Flames, also known as dragon fire or phoenix flames, were a peculiar type of 
flames that only a few living beings could employ. Unlike normal fire. Origin Flames 
didn't require the expense of mana to ignite the world energy, but only a spark of life 
force. 

Born from life, they were capable of destroying anything, no matter if they were 
physical or magical in nature. They were purifying flames capable of restoring the 
natural balance. Magical beasts considered them a manifestation of Mogar's will to 
clear any past mistake whereas its targets just called them "death". 

The hybrid only had a part of Tezka's memories, but it was enough for him to be 
aware of the danger they posed. He Blinked away to safety as he used a water spell to 
extinguish the flames. 

Chaos Dimension had no means to defend itself. The blue fire spread along its lines 
of power, making the array crumble less than a few seconds after its creation. 
Meanwhile, Solus's form had turned into a full arm protector, which covered Lith's 
right arm and shoulder. 

Her rage was as hot as Lith's was cold. Mana endlessly flowed from the green 
gemstone on the back of the hand to the yellow one engraved on the shoulder pad, 
like a raging river about to breach its banks. 

There were no words that could express her fury, nor lift the weight she felt 
oppressing her soul. Only crushing Tezka's skull with their hand could give her peace 
of mind. 

Lith had turned into his hybrid form and was floating in mid air without a spell 
thanks to his wings. 

'Even though he's a hybrid like me, he has no vitals just like pure Abominations. The 
only way 1 can kill him is by making him exhaust all of his energy. Black cores cannot 
be replenished without feeding on life force or world energy. How strong is he. 
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Solus?' 


Lith hoped that his voice would snap her out of her frenzy. 

'A bit stronger than you, but weaker than us.' She snarled. 

Solus had always been a gentle soul. Seeing the wargs caring for each other had given 
her hope. Hope that not every living being was bound to just be what someone or 
something had turned them into. 

If even a female warg could learn to love her cubs, then maybe she too could allow 
herself to fall in love and wish for a better future. Solus couldn't help but see herself 
in them, in their willingness to sacrifice their lives for their pack mates. 

The same humans that would consider her just a thing to possess, saw the wargs as 
nothing but mindless beasts, but they had feelings, just like her. 

Discovering that everything had just been a ruse, witnessing the Abomination 
forcing a mother to commit suicide to not injure her own child was more than she 
could bear. Solus wasn't Lith, she strived to live her life, not to just avoid death. 

Tezka had just torn apart all of her hope and dreams right in front of her face, set 
them ablaze, and then took a dump on them to put out the flames. 

"You are really handsome, brother." Tezka said while watching the mana Lith exuded 
with gluttonous eyes. By assimilating Lith's power, Tezka was certain he would be 
able to challenge his other self. 

"1 wonder why you feel the need to hide under a human shell despite the fact that 
you even possess a Living Legacy. I'll take good care of it for you." 

It. The word struck at Solus like a poisoned needle. The hybrid somehow knew she 
was alive yet he had called her an 'it'. Solus almost snapped because of it, but feeling 
that Lith was as outraged as she was, calmed her down. 

The hybrid charged forward, using Endless Night's ability, Nightmaze, to cut the 
space in front of himself and open several exit points throughout the cave at the 
same time. 

It created a permanent dimensional crossroad that would make Life Vision useless in 
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predicting the direction of the next attack. 


A hail of black quills as big as spears erupted from a Gate on Lith's right. He conjured 
a stone wall to block them, but each one of them was imbued with both air and 
Chaos magic. 

They pierced through the barrier like it was made of paper, taking Lith by surprise. 
The sudden turn of events forced him to stand still and deflect them with the 
Gatekeeper, leaving his back and sides exposed. 

Just like Tezka had planned. 

He emerged from a portal at Lith's back side, thrusting Endless Night toward Lith's 
leg, the only part of his body he couldn't move without his defenses crumbling. 

Endless Night wasn't a common sword, nor had it been created with normal means. 
Its bite would create a link between Tezka and his prey, allowing him to feed even in 
the heat of the battle. 

The hybrid was just about to strike when Solus reacted with her tier five spell. Tower 
Defence. The whole cave came alive, turning into an extension other will. The 
ground at Lith's feet opened up, letting him take cover as the quills flew past him and 
ran into their own master. 

The magic they were imbued with was Tezka's, so it couldn't harm him. The physical 
aspect of the quills', however, was another story entirely. The clash stopped the 
hybrid in his tracks, knocking him off balance. 

The damage he sustained was negligible, but his opening was lost. Cursing his bad 
luck, Tezka dove back inside the closest Gate, ready to switch to plan B while walking 
into Solus's trap instead. 

Endless Night opened several dimensional doors at once, making their user's path 
unpredictable, but the sword's ability had one weak point. All the Gates were static, 
making them exploitable once the element of surprise was lost. 

Solus had countless stone spikes infused with darkness magic rain inside each of the 
dimensional doors. Tezka was already at the dimensional crossroad when he 
understood he had no way to escape the attack. 
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'Impressive! He analyzed Nightmaze and turned it against me with just a glance. Too 
bad he underestimated how powerful an Eldritch is.' Tezka grinned while he rushed 
towards one of the exits. 

The quills covering his body would allow him to tank the stone spikes and suffer 
minimal injuries. Unfortunately, Tezka hadn't gotten a single thing right. 

Lith already had his hands full keeping Life Vision active to predict his enemy's 
strategies, deflecting the incoming attacks, all the while he cast and kept active 
several spells at once. He had noticed nothing. 

Solus, on the other hand [AN pun intended}, had long since learned to quiet her 
emotions to look at every battle like it was just a chessboard. In the past, her weak 
core didn't allow her to take part in the battle, only provide Lith intel. 

Even now she barely had a couple of decent attacks in her, so she had to make them 
count. A deep green core didn't give her much juice, so what her spells lacked in 
power she had to make up with planning and accuracy. 

She knew that she didn't have enough power to pierce the hybrid's skin, but that was 
what the previous attack with his own quills had been for. They had cracked her 
enemy's armor enough that Tower Defence's stone spikes had an easy time piercing 
through it and stopping Tezka in his tracks. 

The damage combined with the surprise effect paralyzed him long enough for the 
spikes coming from the other Gates to reach him and stab him from every side. 
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CHAPTER 503 
HOLLOW VICTORY (1) 


Living Legacy was just the name Abominations had for cursed objects, since for them 
they were more of a blessing than a curse. 

An Abomination had no body that the living relic could corrupt, nor could their 
minds be swayed with promises of power. Abominations were power made flesh. 
They would actively seek cursed objects and enslave them to their will. 

Lith smelled like an Abomination to Tezka, his gauntlet was clearly alive so he did the 
math. Or so he believed. 

Living Legacies would never help their masters. They would only wait for their 
captor's destruction to regain their freedom and find a victim they could subdue. 
Abominations and cursed objects were like minded, they sought slaves, not 
companions. 

Tezka's biggest mistake had been misunderstanding the relationship between his 
opponents and he was now paying the price for it. Solus's spell was now injecting 
darkness magic into his body, sapping his strength by the second. 

Tezka tried to shapeshift into tendrils to escape the spikes' deadly grasp, but his 
body was still that of a hybrid. Cursing the weakness of his own flesh, Tezka had to 
employ an expensive Chaos magic spell to break free before it was too late. 

While Solus kept him busy, Lith had cast his tier four dimensional spell Collapsed 
space to forcefully shut down Nightmaze and kill Tezka in result. Abominations were 
sturdy, but not even they could survive being ripped to shreds. 

The hybrid could feel the space around him distorting and managed to escape from 
the jaws of death just in the nick of time. Lith welcomed him with a barrage of tier 
four spells that would have finished Tezka off if not for Endless Night's second 
ability. Night's End. 

The enchanted blade cut the space around him and created a dimensional sphere 
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that Warped the incoming attack in random directions. 


"You are much better than I expected, brother." Tezka said, trying to buy enough time 
to mend his wounds while under the protection of the dimensional shield. He had 
more holes in his body than swiss cheese, making it impossible for him to even 
stand. 

"We shouldn't fight, but join our forces. We are both incomplete. 1 can teach you 
Chaos magic and you can help me against my enemy. Once 1 train you, he will not be 
a match for us. What do you say?" 

Lith didn't reply. He cast cantrips at the barrier's every side, making sure it had no 
gaps he could exploit. He didn't need Solus to notice Night's End weakness. 

'As long as he stays in there, he is invulnerable but he is also completely blind.' They 
thought in unison as they used dimensional magic to empower Night's End more 
than it was necessary. 

Barrier or prison, it was only a matter of balancing the elemental energies in play. A 
prolonged dimensional spell like those Endless Night unleashed, would already put 
the surrounding space under a heavy stress. 

Lith and Solus boosted the defensive spell until cracks appeared in mid air, distorting 
the air like a kaleidoscope. Then, they twisted and turned the spatial cracks before 
darting away from the cave at breakneck speed. 

The sudden silence scared Tezka more than any explosion could. 

'He could be casting an array to negate dimensional magic. It would make Endless 
Night useless, but at least neither of us could use Blink. It would take away the 
advantage he gets from Live Vision.' The hybrid thought. 

As soon as he was able to move again, Tezka dispelled the barrier. 

"Round two, brother. 1..." He chocked on his own words as Night's End disappearance 
triggered a chain reaction. The whole underground cave exploded with such strength 
to make the ground within several hundred meters tremble. 
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Free country of Lamarth. Near the Master's hideout. 


The real Tezka suddenly fell to his knees, feeling like a part of his soul was being torn 
to pieces. Endless Night wasn't just an artifact, it was part of his own life force. Pain 
ravaged his body as he realized that whoever had stolen his weapon had managed to 
destroy it, probably for good. 




From outside the cave. Life Vision, mana sense, and the tracker agreed about the 
eradication of the Abomination fragments. Even when Lith stood at the base of the 
hill, the magical device was unable to pick up any residual signature. 

Normally, Lith would have grumbled about losing his loot due to the explosion or 
rejoiced at the destruction of his enemies. Yet this time victory felt sour. The 
satisfaction from killing the hybrid wasn't enough to make them forget about the 
rest. 

Solus was still shocked by the carnage she had witnessed, while Lith was trying to 
find a way to cope with his actions. The desperation in the wargs' eyes when they 
had chosen to die rather than submit to their fate had opened old wounds. 

It was the first time he empathized with his victims. The Abomination was their 
cancer and just like Lith back on Earth had used a gun, they had used him. He didn't 
feel what he had done was wrong, yet it upset him in a way he couldn't put into 
words. 

'Are you alright. Solus?' He asked the only question that really mattered. 

'No.' Her tone was sad. Giving in to her anger didn't make her feel better, it had just 
been a temporary respite before having to face her doubts and fears again. 

'Are you?' 

'No. Let's return to Maekosh. If your hypothesis is correct, the death of the warg pack 
will trigger their accomplices within the city.' He replied. 

'Honestly, 1 don't care about the mission anymore. 1 just want to get out of here. 1 
want to be alone for a while.' Solus meant it. This time each one of them was facing a 
personal crisis, making them unable to support the other. 
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At their arrival, the tracker revealed one weak signal coming from a house in the 
farmers' district. Pazeol's obsession led his creations to be so precise that now that 
the tracker was locked on, there was no escape from it. 

Life Vision showed only one faint life force inside and it was slowly getting weaker. 
Lith prepared his spells nonetheless and readied himself for the worst. 
Unfortunately, it wasn't enough. 

Inside the small and messy home that painfully reminded him of his own, there was 
a deadly pale man sitting on a chair. He looked so ordinary that Lith might have 
crossed paths with him several times during the past few days and not even 
registered his existence once. 

The farmer's eyes were dimmer than his life force. He was still alive, but already 
dead inside. Lith recognized that gaze. He had seen it every day while looking at 
himself in the mirror after Carl's death. 

Near the man, there was another chair where another woman was sitting with a 
small baby held in her arms. They both seemed to be peacefully asleep, but Lith 
knew they were actually dead. 

"Do you feel proud of yourself?" The man wheezed while looking at Lith with a deep 
seated hatred he knew all too well. The farmer was able to recognize the Ranger 
from the memories of his fallen friends. 
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CHAPTER 504 
HOLLOW VICTORY (2) 


"Bravo. You killed the monsters. Monsters that treated us better than this fucking 
city ever did. When my daughter fell ill, there was no Healer, because my fellow 
citizens drove him away." Each of the farmer's words was coated with venom and 
spite. 

"My wife fell ill while taking care of the baby, yet no one did anything. 1 was forced to 
leave Maekosh on my cart, hoping to find a Healer before death claimed them. 1 
found the wargs instead. 

"Can you believe it? Monsters took pity on me when even my own kin betrayed me." 
Lith could see the man's life fading away with every breath he took, yet his hatred 
was stronger than death. 

"They cured them. Cured me of my humanity, making us all stronger. Now they are 
dead and so are we. 1 regret killing those farmers, they had done nothing wrong. 
They were simply in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

"When our alpha died, Etta and 1 lost our minds. The bond between wargs is 
something that a murderer like you could never understand." His breath became 
ragged, his voice barely a whisper. 

"The wargs just wanted food and shelter. Is that so wrong? To try to escape from cold 
and starvation? Did my family deserve to die just so that fucking Baroness could pin 
a medal to your chest?" 

Lith didn't reply. He had walked more than one mile in the dying farmer's shoes and 
knew that nothing he could say would matter to the man. Nothing would give the 
man his family back. 




Free country of Lamarth. Beyond the eastern borders of the Gorgon Empire. 
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'Thank the gods I Warped both Xenagroshs outside my lab. According to an old 
saying, when two Guardians fight, maps get redrawn. Yet 1 believe the same can be 
said for Eldritchs!' 

The real Xenagrosh had the advantage of being able to shapeshift her body at will, 
the wisdom of centuries, and most of her magical artifacts. Unfortunately, the troll 
Xenagrosh still seemed to be able to hold her ground. 

Trolls were naturally attuned with the light element and it was their inability to 
process the darkness element in the surrounding world energy that had led their 
race to their fallen status. 

Abominations, however, had a black core that was naturally rich with darkness and 
incapable of assimilating the light element if it wasn't leeched from other life forms. 
The Master's experiment had created a being with both the troll's and the 
Abomination's mana core, thriving together in a symbiotic relationship. 

Their complementary nature had made the troll Xenagrosh into an almost perfect 
being. To make matters worse, by devouring her whole tribe, she had regained most 
other original self's memories. 

Also, before making her appearance she had taken the precaution of "liberating" 
from Xenagrosh's pocket dimension all of the artifacts she could get her hands on. 
She had got the first choice of which ones to use for this battle, but unlike the real 
Xenagrosh, she didn't know the strengths and weaknesses of each enchanted item. 

The Master needed all of their energy and arrays just to prevent their battle from 
being detected from afar, since the destruction they caused had turned hills into 
plains and grasslands into barren lands. 

The Master knew that unless one of them made a blatant mistake, their clash was 
likely to raze the entire country of Lamarth to the ground. 

"Don't worry, old friend." The Master yelled at Xenagrosh. "As soon as 1 finish setting 
up this array, we will take down that knock off copy, together!" 

The troll Xenagrosh laughed at those words. 

"How low have you stooped to need the help of a human? Even if you win, 1 would 
not lose. 1 always strived to reach perfection and now 1 know I've made it. Think 
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about all the pain and effort it costed us to become what we are now. 

"Do you realize how much you are struggling despite your alleged superiority? 

You're a relic of the past, whereas I'm what we were always supposed to be. Not a 
weak human but not a filthy monster either. I've achieved the best of both worlds." 

She released two tier five Chaos spells at the same time, Flames of Absolution and 
Judgment Call. The former was Xenagrosh's best attempt at imitating Origin Flames. 

The black fire infused with Chaos magic filled the area within 100 meters other, 
eating at all of the defensive barriers the original Eldritch had set up and also 
preventing her from Blinking away. 

Flames of Absolution wouldn't so much cleanse as they would corrupt, but they were 
still capable of making it impossible to perform the fine mana tuning that complex 
spells like dimensional magic required. 

Judgment Call was even trickier. It would conjure a twin stream of black lightning 
that would chase their prey leaving them only one of two options: take the damage 
in full or dodge them until the spell ran out of juice and leave the opponent plenty of 
time to set up something even worse. 

Seeing her prized spell combination used against her, the real Xenagrosh roared in 
outrage. She assumed her true form, that of a Shadow Dragon so big that she could 
destroy the town of Lutia simply by sitting on it. 

A jet stream of purple flames came out of Xenagrosh's maw, true Origin Flames, 
which consumed Judgment Call before unleashing their fury against the troll 
Eldritch. 

"Not so cocky anymore, eh?" Xenagrosh said with a laugh. "Seems my little defective 
counterpart doesn't remember much, but she's right about one thing. This fight will 
prove which one of us is worthy of living." She said to the Master. 

"If 1 don't win on my own, it would be a hollow victory. If 1 need someone's help, no 
matter the reason, then my whole existence would be a he!" The Shadow Dragon 
roared her challenge before unleashing her most recent and powerful creation. 

Tyrant's Will severed the light element from the surrounding world energy, turning 
ah the other elements into Chaos magic. The hybrid could only conjure her best 


traitorAIZEN 18 I 415 



defenses as the whole Mogar became her enemy. 


The air she breathed was toxic, the humidity turned into acid as the ground beneath 
her erupted, trapping her in a pool of black magma. Her barriers shattered one after 
the other, forcing her to sacrifice some of her artifacts to escape from the clutches of 
death. 

When the dust settled, the troll Eldritch was still alive. 

"Not bad, 'sister', but it wasn't enough." She had lost most of her body in the assault, 
only part of her head and abdomen remained. She had sacrificed the rest to make 
sure her twin cores wouldn't suffer any damage. 

"Trolls regenerate fast. A dragon is indeed sturdier, but how quickly does that 
massive body heal? How much energy does it drain? 1 bet that was your last card and 
it failed. Once 1 get my arms back, you'll be a sitting duck until you recover from the 
exhaustion." 

The Dragon Xenagrosh knew her other self was right, yet she still laughed her heart 
out. 

"Well, what do you think I'm here for?" The Master used one of their arrays to 
completely seal the injured troll before throwing her inside the Dragon's maw. 

"How could she possibly be you and still believe all of that bullshit? If you really were 
unwilling to get help, you wouldn't be here. You wouldn't have taught me everything 
1 know about Awakened and Abominations." 


traitorAIZEN 19 I 415 



CHAPTER 505 
THE DAY AFTER (1) 


"She was me, yes, but the past arrogant, selfish, and conceited me." Xenagrosh 
replied as she feasted on the flesh and mana cores of her doppelganger. 

"Back then, 1 thought that 1 was invincible. That as long as 1 kept my belly full and my 
turf clear from any rival, 1 would be happy. Now 1 know better. Abominations don't 
thrive because they all live alone. 

"While other races pool up their resources and knowledge, we hoard them and 
spend our eternal lives in seclusion. 1 came to you when 1 realized the limitations of 
that kind of lifestyle, when 1 decided 1 wanted more than be powerful to be happy. 

"Otherwise 1 wouldn't have undergone all of your experiments, traveled Mogar to 
find companions for our cause, nor realized that even an Eldritch is flawed in both 
the mind and the body. Or at least, 1 was." 

Xenagrosh yelled with joy as she felt her body changing. The shadows composing her 
dragon body were now less ethereal and more physical. A new power flowed 
through her black core, making it different and more powerful than it had ever been. 

The Master looked at her in amazement. Even after returning to her humanoid form, 
the Eldritch was now womanlier than the previous construct made of stolen 
energies. Her body had partly recovered its features, like her shiny golden hair and 
two lively chestnut eyes. 

"Do you think you could face a Guardian now?" The Master's voice was full of 
expectation. 

"No, but for the first time in centuries. I'm not hungry. Whatever 1 have become. I'm 
already more than just an Eldritch. Imagine what 1 could be tomorrow." 




After the farmer died, Lith returned to the Baroness' mansion and announced her 
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that the crisis was averted. She was so happy that she wanted to throw a party in 
Lith's honor, who politely declined. 

Winter didn't allow to waste provisions, nor he wanted to spend a single second 
more than necessary in Maekosh. Both Solus and him felt there was nothing worth 
celebrating and the city's inhabitants made their stomachs churn. 

Lith returned to Belius to give Pazeol his tracking device back and all the corpses he 
had collected, even those of the farmer and his family. Lith understood the man's 
rage, his spite for mankind, but at the same time, he had a duty. 

A duty toward Solus and himself. If all the tribes involved in the monster outbreaks 
were bound to give birth to hybrids that powerful, then he wanted the Griffon 
Kingdom to take care of them on its own. 

The idea of the corpses being subjected to Pazeol's experiments was much less 
disturbing than that of him being forced to face those things again before he could 
even understand the nature of the inner conflict he was experiencing. 

For once. Solus had nothing to object. Rather than see such misery and death again, 
she would have rather preferred that Lith deserted. She was having a hard time 
understanding how big was Tezka's role in playing with her emotions and how big 
was her own. 

'Was it really his plan to make us feel sympathy for them, or did 1 just delude myself 
into hoping for the impossible?' She pondered. 

Pazeol was so happy while Lith described him the effectiveness of the magical 
tracker that he laughed like Lith's report was the best joke ever. 

"Now if only Balkor dares to raise his head, we'll be able to find him and pay him 
back in full!" There was madness in the youth's eyes, the same madness that led him 
to never fully heal his own scars. 

Lith left him wondering which one of them was more disturbed. 

'At least 1 don't rejoice at the idea of someone as dangerous as Balkor returning, but 
maybe it's just because he took away nothing from me.' Lith wondered. 

Such morbid thoughts left him the moment he opened the door in front of him. Since 
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he was in Belius, he could give his report in person. It was the real reason why he 
had personally delivered the bodies. 


At first, Lith had considered having his girlfriend as his handler as a bother, 
especially after Othre's events. The fact that people like Berion could use her was a 
weakness irked his paranoia to no end. 

After a while, though, he discovered that the issue was irrelevant compared to the 
benefits it provided. Lith had always kept many secrets from everyone, some 
because of need, others by choice. 

All the things he went through, the price he had to pay to provide for his family and 
his research, he had never shared them with anyone but Solus. Back then, Phloria 
was too young and came from a pampered background. 

She only did things because she wanted to, not because she had to. It created a small 
but significant gap between them that prevented Lith from sharing with her the most 
horrible details of his experiences. 

Not because he thought they would scare her, but because he was certain she 
wouldn't be able to understand them. 

As for his family, he didn't want to become their window on that side of the world he 
had spent his life protecting them from. Lutia was a small piece of paradise for them 
and he wanted to keep it that way. 

With Kamila, everything was different. As a member of the army, Lith had to explain 
everything relevant to his missions, no matter how gruesome, and she had to listen. 
He would always hide the parts about his hybrid nature or true magic, but he could 
speak freely about anything else. 

Over time, giving a report had turned from a duty to a way to share part of his 
burden. It had allowed him to open to her bit by bit, to let her in the loneliest part of 
his life and realize they grew closer for it. 

"Welcome back. Ranger Verhen. I'm glad to meet you again." Whenever they 
interacted because of their work, her voice was detached and professional. Yet the 
moment Kamila saw him a warm smiled appeared on her face and extended to her 
eyes. 
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It always rose the temperature in his heart by several degrees. They sat down in the 
report room after shaking their hands. A report room was a small office that 
reminded Lith of an interrogation room from crime series. 

The furnishing consisted of just two chairs, a desk, and a recording device. There 
were no magic mirrors nor cameras. On the contrary, the room was enchanted to 
guarantee their privacy. 

"Sorry if I rush you, but the Balkor department is eager to hear about all the details 
of the mission." She turned the recorder on. 

Lith told her everything that had happened that day, without stopping not even 
when in his mind the image of the warg mother he had killed overlapped with 
Rena's, nor when he could almost identify himself with the dead farmer. 

In his shoes, Lith would have done much worse to save Carl's life or that of any 
member of his new family for that matter. 

He only stopped when a click made him aware that Kamila had stopped the 
registration. Only then, did Lith notice that she was covering her mouth with one 
hand and that tears were streaming down her face, forming two irregular pools on 
the otherwise pristine surface of the desk. 
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CHAPTER 506 
THE DAY AFTER (2) 


"I'm so sorry you had to go through that." Kamila stuttered between hiccups. 

"Through that what?" Lith's mind was still numb, her words made no sense to him. 

"You know my personal file by heart. I've killed people, beasts, monsters, and even 
younglings in the past. I've faced much stronger opponents and seen worse 
bloodshed. What happened during this mission is far from being a novelty. 

"I can't understand why you are making a big deal of it, even though I must admit 
that this time everything felt... wrong." Lith was the first one being baffled by his 
own reaction. 

"Of course it did!" She could tell from his expression that Lith was struggling to put 
his thoughts into words. 

"It's because I know your personal file that I know you have never killed someone 
who was fighting to protect their family, no matter their race." 

Lith pondered her words before realizing that she was right. In the past, all of his 
opponents had been people who either had tried to kill him, or those whose 
interests clashed with his own. 

"Let's be honest, even if those wargs were actually capable of overcoming their 
violent urges, they had to be put down. What made them human also made them 
dangerous beyond reason." Kamila said as Lith nodded for her to continue. 

"They were an Abomination's breeding ground, and even if they weren't, they 
couldn't coexist with us. With their spawn rate, the amount of food they need grows 
exponentially. In the long run, either them or us would've been forced to starve. 

"Yet all of our reasoning doesn't change that, in a way, they were innocents. There 
was no malice behind their actions, only the will to provide their beloved ones a 
better future, which is exactly what you do from a tender age. 
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"It doesn't matter if you did it out of duty or because this Tezka forced your hand, 
either way, you have been forced to kill yourself over and over." 

Lith remained dumbstruck at the realization. The act of killing the wargs was 
nothing but a drop in the ocean for him. Even the farmer's death wouldn't have left 
such a strong impression if not for the man's tragic past being so similar to his own. 

Lith didn't feel bad for them, he felt bad because he had walked more than one mile 
in their shoes. He knew how hard it was to fight against impossible odds, just to fail 
miserably because of an unavoidable fate, like it happened with Carl. 

"Are you saying I'm feeling bad for myself?" Lith said with a flat tone, the numbness 
still paralyzing his feelings. 

"Yes! And you have every right to. Because you did the wrong thing for the right 
reasons and because this job just took away a piece of your heart." 

She angrily slammed her fist on the table, yet her tears never stopped. 

"Why are you crying? Why are you so angry?" Lith asked. 

"Tm angry because of what the army made you do. They can call it collateral damage, 
or with any fancy word they want, but it's still murder. I'm crying because you can't." 
She said while placing her hand above his heart. 

"You don't have to cry in my stead." He replied. 

"I want to. Someone has to. Otherwise you'll just shrug everything off like it's 
nothing and add another scar in here." Kamila placed her hand above his heart. 

"Believe me, I know that there are wounds that never heal. They can get better, but 
the pain is always there." She remembered the pain of living her early life feeling 
nothing but a tool in her parents' hands. 

How difficult it had been to leave everything behind, even her beloved sister Zinya, to 
have at least a chance at happiness. After Kamila joined the army, her father had 
disowned her, breaking her heart. 

He later revoked it when she became a Lieutenant, but he only did it with the aim of 
exploiting her authority. She had hoped that time and distance would help her 
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parents to understand how much they loved her. 


It worked. Unfortunately their love amounted to nothing. The realization hurt her 
deeply but at the same time, it set her free. At that point, it was Kamila's turn to 
disown her family and change her last name. 

Family had become a four letter word for her, and it was one of the reasons why she 
had yet to marry. 

"I know how hard it must be even talking about this. There is no escape from such 
ugly events, but you don't have to bottle them up, nor to face them alone. Do you 
have plans for tonight?" She asked. 

Lith shook his head. He was way ahead of schedule for his rounds. Unless an 
emergency happened, he had at least two free weeks. 

"Then it's a date. I'd love to leave early, but my supervisor would skin me. We are 
currently understaffed." She said while wiping off her tears. 

"These are the spare keys for my apartment. Wait for me there. I'll come back as 
soon as I can." She took the recording device and left before Lith could reply. Even in 
his confused state, he realized how big of a step it was for her. 

Giving him free access to her apartment meant she was willing to further deepen 
their relationship. 

'I doubt she usually brings along spare keys, unless she had been considering to give 
them to me for a while.' He thought. 

'Agreed.' Solus sighed. 'She is completely right. The mission with the wargs pushed 
all of our wrong buttons. I feel like crap too and I'm not in the mood of remaining 
alone either. I can't stand being the third wheel, not today. 

'Can you please bring me to Lutia and call Tista? I could really use a friend.' 

'Of course I can.' Lith replied as he left the army's headquarters for the local branch 
of the Mage Association. Solus didn't understand why he took that detour instead of 
using the army's Warp Gate until he bought another communication amulet. 

'I know how bad you feel and how insensitive I can be, especially when I'm neck 
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deep into my own shit. You shouldn't spend the night holed up in the ring while 1 
have fun. You deserve so much more and I'm sorry 1 can't give it to you.' He thought. 

'The least 1 can do is to give you as much independence as 1 can.' He had Solus 
imprint her own amulet before sharing with her his rune, Kalla's and Tista's. Solus 
was deeply moved by his gesture. 

Even though she had never expressed it, Solus had long since desired to have a way 
to freely talk with her friends without going through Lith every time. It was the first 
present he had ever given her, and it was akin to freedom. 

Solus didn't perceive it as distancing himself from her, quite the opposite. Lith was 
recognizing her as an individual, giving her some personal space and his trust. They 
shared an enormous pocket dimension, yet until that day it never contained anything 
others. 

That communication amulet was her very first possession in over twelve years. She 
loved both Lith and the amulet beyond what words could express. 
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CHAPTER 507 
THE DAY AFTER (3) 


As joy overwhelmed Solus, she couldn't help but wonder what would've happened if 
she had made her move before Kamila did. 

Solus was hurt and so was Lith. Maybe it could have been the right time to reveal him 
her human form. Maybe, by sharing their weaknesses they could have grown closer 
and stronger. 

Unfortunately, happiness was but a temporary respite before her wounds ached 
again. Their bond made them experience each other's suffering. The combined 
emotional pain was unbearable to her. 

'1 need some time to understand how much of what I'm feeling is because of him and 
how much it's because of me.' She thought as Lith brought her back to the mana 
geyser near Lutia. 

In her tower form. Solus could remain separated from Lith for a prolonged time 
without any other abilities being diminished. As soon as he left. Solus asked Tista to 
join her. 

In the past, Scarlett had told them that Lith was corrupting Solus. Back then, she had 
given no importance to those words. After what had happened with the wargs, she 
needed time, distance, and a friend to make sure that they didn't hold any truth. 




House Ernas, Ernas Grand Duchy. 

Jirni's birthday was nearing and the entire household was busy with the 
preparations. Usually she would keep things simple, making it a social event of small 
importance. Her job as a Royal Constable coupled with her personality didn't make 
her very amiable. 

The events in Othre, however, had forced her hand. The Crown had decided to award 
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Jirni for her services during the celebration, using her as an example for the other 
ancient noble households. 

This made her guest list much longer than usual and not limited only to her closest 
friends and family members. It was the reason why she had recalled home all other 
children and invited most of Lith's family. 

Aside from her eldest son, Gunyin, who would inherit the title of Duke in case 
anything happened to his parents, everyone else hadn't attended to a real social 
event in years. 

After finishing the academy, Quylla had been working in the light department of the 
White Griffon. After a couple of failed attempts as an adventurer, she was usually too 
busy with her research to take part in any non mandatory celebration. 

Becoming a Professor without solid achievements was impossible. After realizing 
she wasn't a fighter material, Quylla was resigned to obtain that role by contributing 
to expand the magical knowledge of the Kingdom. 

That kind of discoveries required time and effort. Quylla was also determined to 
having a family of her own, so between her research and her social life she didn't 
have much free time left. 

Jirni missed her, but at the same time was really happy that Quylla had overcome her 
trauma and managed to live independently. Also, she seemed to have the most 
successful romantic life among her sisters. 

"Are you finally going to introduce to me this boyfriend of yours?" Jirni asked while 
the butler served tea and pastries as the entire family was taking a break in the living 
room. 

She already knew everything about him. She had performed a full background check 
the moment Quylla had mentioned him twice. 

When she started to speak with Jirni about her boyfriends, it meant things were 
getting serious and so would Jirni. She feigned ignorance only to not make Quylla feel 
pressured or scare him away. 

Most young men would quake in their boots just by hearing Jirni's name. Everyone 
had something to hide and even if they didn't, their families would. 
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"I hope so, mom." Quylla sighed. Time and her adoptive parents loving care had 
turned the skinny and child looking small girl into a pretty young woman. She was 
now 1.65 meters [5'5"} tall with long brown hair with shades of silver which proved 
her affinity for light magic. 

"1 really like Anathor, but Tm starting to fear he doesn't feel the same. Either that or 
he has something to hide, which would be even worse. He's making too much of a 
fuss about meeting you and dad. It's suspicious." 

'My thoughts exactly.' Jirni inwardly nodded. 

"Don't worry, dear. Maybe he is just shy or he doesn't feel yet ready to marry." She 
actually said, not wanting to sound paranoid. Yet she was proud of her daughter not 
letting her feelings preventing her from using her brain. 

"For a noble, meeting the parents is a big step forward." 

"Yeah, or maybe he's just another jerk." Quylla grunted. Being a member of a very 
powerful family and a powerful mage, she had learned most other lessons the hard 
way. Men would usually approach her and her sisters with a hidden agenda. 

"Well, at least you have someone." Friya snarled while sipping her tea. 

"I'm single for months and my last boyfriend lasted less than the effects of a potion." 

After Nalear's attack, she had become wary of both men and women. Friya was a 
gorgeous girl, 1.67 meters [5'6"} tall, with long black hair with shades of red held up 
in a ponytail. 

Her soft curves and ample bosom usually brought her the wrong kind of attention. 
After leaving the White Griffon, she had founded her own mercenary group which 
had a remarkable turnover of its members. 

Most of them would leave after making and failing a pass at their indomitable leader. 
Friya didn't join the army to not have to compete with Phloria again and she had 
learned from her time as Assistant Professor that she didn't enjoy teaching. 

The missions regarding monsters were so difficult and most requests from the 
nobles so disgusting that she was seriously reconsidering her career. 
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'If I have to risk my life again for pocket change, I may as well join the army or the 
Association.' She inwardly grumbled. After paying for the equipment and covering 
the travel expenses, even killing a tribe of monsters didn't pay much. 

"That's because you have high standards and you travel too much." Phloria shrugged. 

"Unless you start dating the members of your unit, only gold diggers will be willing 
to put up with your crazy schedule." 

"Said the one who didn't have a single date for over a year after dumping her 
boyfriend." Friya's retort made Phloria spill most of her tea on the table. It was an 
unwritten family rule that only their parents were allowed to mention Lith in front of 
her. 

"Boot camp is no vacation. After that, I was just too busy." Phloria quickly regained 
her cool. 

"Please, even I don't need over six months to get a date. I think you made a mistake 
breaking up like that. You could have just taken a pause." Friya was still angry at her 
sister. 

Lith was Friya's best friend and the only man beside Orion she was able to fully trust. 
She blamed Phloria for cutting him off their lives. 

"Agreed." Quylla, Jirni, Orion, and even Lucky said in unison. 

The big dog had evolved into a magical beast, becoming able to talk and reason. It 
had also earned him a spot at the family table and a strict diet. 

"It's not because of lack of trying on my part." Phloria said while blushing violently, 
noticing that most of the house staff was nodding at the family's statement. 

"In fact, I do have a date for the gala." She said leaving even the butler with his mouth 
wide open. 
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CHAPTER 508 
THE DAY AFTER (4) 


"Is this guy for real or is he just someone you've made up to avoid the crossfire?" 
Friya asked. 

"Kallion is real and just for your information, he is my boyfriend." Phloria didn't even 
try to hide the pride in her voice. She had much more difficulty compared to her 
sisters finding someone to date. 

Phloria was a very tall woman by Mogar's standards with her 1.8 meters. She 

had long black hair with shades of blue, hazel eyes, and the build of a professional 
swimmer. 

Her features weren't as cute as Quylla's and she was nowhere as curvy as Friya. She 
was taller, stronger, and magically more powerful than most of the male population, 
which made her quite intimidating at first sight. 

Even a second or third might not help. Phloria was pretty, but her serious expression 
coupled with her physique gave the impression she could kill a man with just one 
hand. 

When her suitors discovered it actually was an easy feat for her, they would usually 
run away. 

"Why have you never mentioned him before?" Jirni was really curious to meet this 
Kallion. He had to be either a remarkable man or a fool. 

"Because I wasn't sure if he is looking for a fling, a relationship, or something more. 
Actually, I'm still not sure. Since I don't think that more dates can clear things up, I 
decided to see if he's willing to meet you and he said yes." 

She said while gloating at the thought that her worst fears hadn't come to pass. 
Kallion's choice meant he was serious about them, otherwise he wouldn't dare face 
her parents. 
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"Whatever. I bet he is a fool." Orion's voice was sour like an unripe lemon. 


"You should have kept the little monster. He at least had a spine. Not to mention he is 
collecting titles like they are autumn leaves. Gods, 1 never thought 1 would say it, but 
1 miss him so much." 

"Dad, you never liked Lith when he was my boyfriend! You never like any of them. 

I'm sure that if we were to get back together you wouldn't like him again!" Phloria 
rebuked, obtaining an approving nod from the rest of the family. 

"Phloria is right, dad." Friya said. "Try not to ruin everything for Quylla and Phloria. 
We deserve your support, not your sabotage." 

"I'm really glad to hear that, dear." Jirni said with a soft smile that gave her daughters 
the creeps. It was the kind of warm, motherly smile that she usually displayed before 
landing a killing blow. 

"It would have been so awkward introducing Lith's lovely girlfriend to you 
otherwise." As usual, Jirni didn't disappoint them. Most of their tea fell onto the table 
while a couple of cups broke into pieces. Phloria's and Orion's. 

'It's over. Jirni already met her and she is giving her approval. She would never call a 
gold digger "lovely".' Orion inwardly griped, feeling his heart sink. 

"Her name is Kamila. She is a smart woman who will become my apprentice in a 
while." 

"Are they..." Phloria attempted to ask with a casual tone. 

"Planning to marry?" Jirni interrupted her to land another sucker punch. "Maybe. All 
1 can tell you is that they seemed really close back in Othre and Elina was crazy about 
her after Lith brought Kamila home a few months ago for his birthday." 

The rest of the cups shattered in unison, making the butler emit a low whine. He had 
just finished cleaning the floor for the second time in less than five minutes. 

"Too bad, 1 liked him." Lucky said. "He had a pleasant smell and whenever Phloria 
was worried about my weight, he slimmed me down a bit." 

"First, he's not dead. Second, he did what?" Even though they broke up three years 
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back, Phloria still felt a bit hurt at the idea that even after being together through 
thick and thin she had only scraped the surface of the living mystery that was Lith. 

At the same time, learning he had cared so much for her that he had even kept Lucky 
healthy, deeply moved her. Phloria wasn't the kind of woman who would dwell on 
the past. 

She had moved on, yet she had never forgotten about what they had and what they 
could have become. Jirni didn't miss the lingering affection reflected in her 
daughter's eyes and exploited that moment to give Phloria advice. 

"1 understand why you left him and in hindsight, 1 think you did the right thing. You 
were too young and had yet to discover who you really were or what you wanted. 
Now things are different. Sometimes you have to take a step back before being able 
to move forward." 

Jirni had no desire to force Phloria or Lith into a relationship. It was their life, their 
choice. She only wanted them to realize how much they meant to each other and that 
they didn't have much time left before their feelings turned into nothing more than a 
pleasant memory. 




Trawn Woods, Solus's Tower. 

Unlike the rest other family, Tista had no need for Jirni's etiquette boot camp. The 
Verhen household had never missed one other birthdays. They were nervous as 
heck but up to the challenge. 

The more Lith's and Tista's reputations grew, the more often they would be involved 
in social events. They had decided it was time to suck it up and stop avoiding the 
problem. 

Tista would have loved to spend some time with Quylla and Friya. They had become 
good friends during her time at the academy, when Quylla was retaking her fifth year. 


Solus took priority, though. Tista had never heard Solus so shaken and the 
opportunity to spend a few days together without Lith meddling was too good to 
turn it down. 
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"Wow, you are gorgeous!" Tista said after Solus showed her humanoid body to her. 


"If that's a joke, it's not funny. I'm a midget and even if this is actually a template of 
my real body, I have no damn features. I could look like a witch, have green skin, or 
only my maker knows what." Solus pouted. 

Being called gorgeous by Tista sounded more condescending than complimentary. 
Even if Solus's real face was that of a goddess, she would still look like an ugly 
duckling compared to her friend. 

"Someone is really grumpy today. Are you sure my brother isn't around?" Tista was 
surprised and hurt by Solus's outburst. She had just arrived and knew nothing about 
the wargs mission. 

Tista thought that after longing for a body for so long. Solus would rejoice and hug 
her. Such behavior was completely out of character. 

"I wish he was here." Solus sobbed. Small drops of golden light streamed down her 
face, disappearing the moment they left her skin. 

"At least I could blame him for how I feel. I wouldn't have to face this horrible void 
that is eating me from the inside alone. How can you people stand all of this silence? 
It's driving me crazy!" Her shout echoed throughout the tower. 

Like it had happened in Othre, Solus and Lith were so far from each other that their 
mind link was broken, no matter how hard she tried. Back then, though, the 
separation had only lasted for a little while and she had been so worried that her 
mind was kept busy. 

Now she had remained completely alone for hours until Tista had finished her 
business and joined her. During that time. Solus had realized that her problems were 
worse than she thought. 
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CHAPTER 509 
THE DAY AFTER (5) 


Solus broke into tears and hugged Tista. 

Only after a few minutes, did she manage to find the strength to tell Tista everything 
that had happened since Lith's birthday. The discovery of having finally acquired a 
body made of light, how her happiness had turned into disappointment while testing 
her new limitations. 

Back when Solus was just a ring, human contact was simply impossible. It made her 
life lonely, but at the same time, it was easier to accept her fate, since she had no 
other option besides enduring. 

Now she was constantly conflicted about whether or not to share her new form with 
Lith. On one hand, she felt guilty for keeping it a secret, but she only did it because 
she was afraid of ruining his relationship with Kamila. 

On the other hand, it was her opportunity to make her move on him and understand 
if the deep feelings they had for each other were just friendship or if they could 
develop into something more. 

Solus's words were like a flood and Tista never interrupted her, not even when she 
told her about their encounter with Scarlett the Scorpicore, about the existence of 
cursed objects, which Solus was supposed to be, nor when she recounted the story 
about the wargs. 

"Let me get this straight." Solus's narration had been a bit incoherent, jumping from 
past to present events. Tista needed to make sure she had a clear picture. 

"You are supposed to be either a sentient tower or a soul trapped inside it. You 
believe you have romantic feelings for my brother, who is allegedly corrupting your 
mind, and you feel guilty for how you reacted during the wargs' onslaught?" 

"Yes." Solus nodded while wiping her tears. "You are oversimplifying things a bit, but 
yes." 
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"That's quite a lot to take in all at once. 1 really need to sit down." Tista felt light 
headed from all the sudden revelations. Having spent the last hour and a half 
standing in the middle of the tower's ground floor with Solus hugging her so tight 
that she had squeezed the air out other lungs didn't help. 

Despite her diminutive stature, Solus was really strong, even by Awakened 
standards. She Warped them both inside Tista's room, leaving her friend 
flabbergasted as she sat down on the bed. 

"Why are we in my room?" Tista asked. 

"Because 1 don't think we should get inside Lith's without his permission." 

"No, 1 mean why are we not inside your room?" 

"1 never thought about making one for me." Solus stuttered. 

"Okay, let's talk about one thing at a time. 1 have no idea what a cursed object is 
exactly, but I'm certain that you are not just a thing. You think, reason, have feelings, 
and gods, you're too messed up to be anything but human." 

"Thanks. 1 guess." Solus looked on in confusion as Tista was holding her own head 
between her hands, trying to find the right words to help Solus. 

"Why do you feel bad about the wargs, exactly? It's not like you had much of a choice. 
Sure, it was a situation that would give me nightmares for months, heck, 1 still do 
dream about Othre's flesh monsters, but according to your own words, you've seen 
much worse. What's different this time?" 

"I'm different! Usually, amid all that chaos, while your brother only thinks about how 
to eliminate the threats around him. I'm the one who is worried about his survival. 
I'm the one that steers his emotional reins to make sure he remains human. 

"This time, he was the one empathizing with the wargs' sacrifice while all 1 could 
think about were my own hopes and dreams. 1 didn't cry for them, but for myself. 1 
wasn't angry at Tezka for what he had done to them, but for what he had done to me. 

"1 felt so betrayed when 1 discovered that the mutated wargs were puppets in his 
hands instead of the beacon of hope 1 had made them out to be in my head, that 1 
gave into my anger without thinking about the consequences. 
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"I could have killed us both. Maybe 1 really am a cursed object. Only a monster could 
be so egotistical in the face of such terrible events." She hiccupped. 


"So, you're sad that you're becoming human?" Tista had a hard time suppressing a 
sneer. 

"Honestly, 1 already find it amazing that you have lived your entire life caring only 
about other people's feelings, to the point of trampling over your own. You're setting 
your standards too high. Solus. Being egotistical is the proof of being human. 

"You can't call yourself a monster for a single slip up. Nobody's perfect." 

"At first, 1 thought it was Lith influencing my emotions, but even after being 
separated for a while, 1 still feel the same. 1 mean, 1 feel bad for the wargs and for the 
farmer's family, but most of all, 1 feel stupid for having fallen for the Abomination's 
deception. 

"1 feel betrayed, like something important has been robbed from me. Also, 1 feel 
guilty because my first thought was blaming Lith for my own thoughts and actions. 
Once he left me here, 1 felt better for a while, but as time passed, 1 felt much worse. 

"He may make the world appear bleaker and colder, but at the same time, he fills me 
with confidence. Lith's unwavering determination is something 1 got too used to. 
Without it, my doubts and insecurities eat at me from the inside." 

"Well, saying that my brother goes around corrupting people is too much." Tista 
shook her head. "It makes him sound like some dark lord hell bent on world's 
domination." 

"In the land of Mogar, where the shadows die." Solus chuckled at her joke. 

"The what?" 

"Nothing. Something only Lith would understand." Solus shrugged. 

"And that's the real core of your problem. Being reliant on someone is a good thing, 
being dependant, is not. I'm not questioning your feelings, but you've lived all this 
time as nothing but his secretary." Tista would have slapped her brother for being so 
inconsiderate. Luckily for him, he was beyond her arm's reach 
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"You gave yourself such a small role in your own life that you didn't even make a 
room for yourself! You need your own spaces, dammit! Buy yourself some clothes, 
some furniture, you can't spend your life being Lith's ring. 

"The relationship you two have is wonderful, but it becomes unhealthy the moment 
it prevents the both of you from growing further. As long as Lith is the only man you 
know, you'll never understand if what you feel for him his love or just affection." 

"But..." Solus timidly replied. 

"No huts! You made his room, mine, now make your own!" Tista ordered. 

"How should 1 make it?" 

"How should 1 know? It's your room, you are the one who has to like it." 

"1 don't know what 1 like." Solus lowered her gaze in embarrassment. 

"Can you leave the tower's premises?" Tista asked. 

"Yes, if 1 return to my ring form." 

"Do you have money?" 

"Plenty in my pocket dimension." 

"Then get changed! Today, I'm going to teach you all about shopping." 




Lith woke up the next morning in Kamila's bed. His memory was fuzzy. The last thing 
he remembered was returning to Belius after leaving Solus in Lutia. 

'My clothes are on, which is new but unsurprising. 1 was quite messed up yesterday 
and definitely not in the mood for...' 

His train of thought derailed when he realized that he couldn't move. 
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CHAPTER 510 
THE DAY AFTER (6) 


His battles senses awakened immediately, clearing his mind and priming his body. 
Lith remembered how after reaching Belius, he had noticed that his pain and 
suffering had decreased remarkably. 

The mental relief had been so intoxicating that he felt like he could break a random 
stranger's neck with the same ease he could order a beer. His conscience remained 
as dead as a doornail until someone bumped into him and Lith almost gave in to his 
impulses. 

Until he thought about what his family, Kamila, and Solus would think of him if he 
actually did it. Only then did he regain his common sense. He could easily make up a 
he for the local constables, but he couldn't he to them. 

'Is this really who 1 am without Solus and without a mission? Do 1 really not give a 
rat's ass about other people's lives?' It took barely a single minute to admit to himself 
that the answer was "yes" to both questions. 

Just like back when he was still a kid on Mogar, he didn't care about hurting others as 
long as he was certain he could get away with it. Yet all those years since then had 
changed him enough to realize how wrong it was, to the point that he was almost 
scared of himself. 

His next move had been going to a bar to drink. Alcohol made him softer and more 
susceptible to emotions. Lith drank until he was certain he would think about it at 
least twice before offing someone for petty reasons. 

Only then did he go to Kamila's home, where he fell asleep due to the boredom of 
waiting. 

'Whoever bound me is about to enter in a world of pain once 1...' His angry train of 
thought derailed when a simple air spell lifted the bedsheet revealing Kamila 
snuggled up between his arms wearing a thin nightgown. 
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"Is that a spell in your hand, or are you just happy to see me?" She asked with a 
sleepy voice as the small storm in Lith's right hand faded away. 

"How did we end up like this?" Lith asked pointing at his left arm and leg stuck 
under her body. 

"Well, when I returned home last night, someone had one drink too many and 
screwed up all my plans for our evening." She sighed while thinking about the time 
and effort she had wasted to come up with a way to console him and pick up his 
favourite dishes from their favourite restaurant. 

"Then, as soon as I got in bed, you clamped me like a bear trap and here I am." 

Lith checked his pocket watch, discovering it was quite late in the morning. 

"Why didn't you wake me up? You should be at work already." Lith felt like an idiot, 
yet he didn't let go of her. Kamila's warmth was keeping the cold, indifferent void his 
mind experienced while Lith was away from Solus at bay. 

"Don't worry about that. I took sick leave to take care of a relative in need." She 
replied with a giggle. Kamila didn't have the heart to wake him up, nor to leave him 
alone after what he had gone through. 

Little did she know that the nightmares she had witnessed Lith experiencing had 
nothing to do with the wargs. Alcohol was a double edged sword which opened old 
wounds related to his brother's death. 

"I'm not your relative and as far as I know all leave had been revoked. This could get 
you in trouble. Why did you do that?" 

"Because you looked like you needed it." Her loving smile warmed Lith's heart and so 
did her words when he realized they were the same he had used during his birthday 
party. 

"Besides, according to the law I have no family, and after ten years of loyal service I 
doubt someone will care about a couple days off." Kamila noticed that despite Lith 
seeming to have completely recovered, his hands were shaking. 

She pulled the blankets back up, hugging him tightly as she tried to understand why 
he felt so cold. 
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"What do you mean, no family? I remember you talking to me about your parents 
and your siblings." Lith tensed up, thinking that Kamila had lied to him right from the 
start. 

Lith pushed her far enough away to look her in the eyes while questioning her. His 
voice sounded much colder than usual. Kamila swallowed a lump of saliva along with 
her feelings. His lack of trust hurt her. 

"1 think it's time to talk about those sad things 1 often mention but always gloss over." 
She said with a sad voice. Reopening old wounds was painful, but the sudden gap 
that had appeared between them was much worse. 

During the past few months, every time Lith had given her his report on the army 
amulet, he would later call her from his civilian one to share his feelings about his 
missions, the loneliness he experienced in the wilds, or simply to enjoy her company. 

He had opened up to her little by little, whereas she had kept him in the dark about 
her past. 

'It's better if 1 explain everything to him now instead of letting this grow into a stupid 
misunderstanding. The gods know both of us have no need for useless drama.' She 
thought. 

Kamila told him about how she had escaped from her family to avoid an arranged 
marriage, how she had gotten disowned by her father, and how she had later 
returned the favor once they had tried to manipulate her again. 

"Why didn't you mention any of this before?" Lith inwardly sighed in relief as his 
doubts were replaced by empathy. Kamila's parents reminded him of his own back 
on Earth, making him feel compassion for her and bloodlust for them. 

"Because at first, it was none of your business." She said with a firm tone, never 
averting her gaze. 

"1 don't go around dumping my problems or my baggage on complete strangers. 

"1 agreed when you asked me out because you were the first mage who ever gave me 
a second glance and also because 1 was curious about Lith Verhen, the Kingdom's 
new golden boy. 1 never expected things to develop this way. 
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"I'm afraid of commitment, and I thought that between our difference in social 
standing and the age gap, you would have soon lost interest in me." Then, she 
lowered her eyes. 

"After Othre, the camellia, and meeting your sister, I still didn't tell you because I was 
afraid of driving you away. Let's be honest, I have nothing to offer besides a 
troublesome past and an uphill career..." 

Lith drew Kamila close to him and held her tenderly. 

"That's bullshit, you have a lot to offer. And since we are talking about sad stuff..." 
Lith told her about his early years. About the cold, the hunger, his two brothers, and 
Tista's illness. 

"Wow, Orpal really was a dick! He and my brother Kaz could be best friends." She 
blurted out while snuggling between Lith's arms again. They spent the next hour not 
saying anything, just thinking about each other's past while exchanging cuddles. 

"Do you want to stay in bed a bit longer, or do you want to try the delicacy I've been 
practicing?" Kamila asked when Lith's stomach repeated grumblings broke the 
tenderness of the moment. 

Aside from the beer, he hadn't eaten anything since he had left Maekosh. 
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CHAPTER 511 

PREPARING FOR THE GALA (1) 


While Kamila cooked, Lith took a shower and assessed his mental condition. He had 
never spent so much time away from Solus, so he had never had the opportunity to 
understand how much their bond influenced his way of living. 

Without her, Mogar was an awfully silent place. He felt no pleasure while the hot 
water ran over his body, washing away both his physical and mental fatigue. 
Everything felt like a waste of time to him, so Lith mulled over the progress he had 
made in his research to bind his soul to Mogar. 

'Becoming a cursed object is a no go. The Black Star proved that even years of 
planning can be screwed up by a small mistake. Turning into an undead is feasible, 
but aside from attaining lichhood the other species have too many limitations. 

'After comparing notes with Kalla, even if 1 use her research as a base, it would still 
require a lot of work. There is no precise method, each person has to find the proper 
way for their soul and life force to be split and stored. 

'The process is unique just like the individual attempting it. There is no cookie cut 
version or shortcut. Fuck Dungeons \u0026 Looting, here sacrificing innocents 
makes you a sociopath, not a Lich. 

'So far, my best shot is Arthan's Madness. If Thrud made it, so can 1. There are too 
many people on Mogar that don't deserve to live. Thanks to Invigoration and Body 
Sculpting, 1 can turn anyone into a proper vessel. At least in theory. 

'I'll keep that as a backup plan if 1 can't find something more definite. Repeating the 
process is a hassle, not to mention Solus might not be enthusiastic at the idea.' 

Only the thought of his loved ones prevented him from considering human lives in 
terms of statistics or in terms of a cost-benefit analysis. 

'The bad news is that I'm still a monster and that without Solus my family is the only 
thing that prevents me from acting as a living Lich. The good news is that now I'm 
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able to care for someone even if they have no use to me. 


'Back when I attended the academy, I wouldn't have given a damn about someone 
like Kamila. Yurial and the others were just a means to an end. Even though I'm 
alone, 1 regret treating Yurial like 1 did and letting Phloria go without fighting for her. 

'Now, instead, my feelings for Kamila are strong enough that as long as we are close, 1 
can fight the void in my soul. 1 don't want to screw things up with her as 1 did with 
Phloria. 

'1 never thought the day would come where 1 would say it, but I'm happy Solus and 1 
are separated. I've become so dependent on her that my self control and emotions 
are almost impaired.' 

Lith joined Kamila in the kitchen. The wonderful smell spreading from the oven 
made his stomach grumble again. He used spirit magic to set the table while thinking 
about how to bring up the latest news. 

'Every time 1 said "we need to talk" Phloria thought 1 was going to break up with her, 
just like Kamila finds "1 need to tell you something" ominous. I'm out of opening 
lines, and without Solus, 1 only have the direct approach left.' He thought. 

Kamila had prepared the Mogar equivalent of lasagna and practice had made it 
delicious. 

"It was supposed to be enough for a second meal!" Kamila said as Lith cleaned the 
oven dish with some bread after taking his third serving. 

"1 was hungry." 

"All that work in the kitchen and you ate everything in just a few minutes. You could 
have at least chatted a bit, maybe have even complimented the cook instead of eating 
like a famished troll." She grumbled. 

"It was really good, Kami. You make a great cook. I'll do the dishes to make up for my 
gluttony." Lith said hoping she wouldn't remember that with darkness magic it 
would take him less than a minute to perform his 'herculean labor'. 

Kamila was delighted at his offer. There was a lot of stuff to clean and she could use 
some help. The compliment sweetened the deal and made her heart flutter. 
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"I've been invited to Lady Ernas's birthday and I was wondering if you wanted to 
come as my date." Lith dropped the news like a live grenade, making Kamila's fork 
fall onto her plate. 

"Isn't that a really big event?" She said swallowing a big lump of saliva. 

"Yes. Jirni's birthday is also the day other wedding anniversary. This year she and 
her husband celebrate their 25th. She and I are going to be awarded for the mission 
in Othre, so there will be a lot of stuck up nobles, part of the royal family, and mages." 

"I'm not a big fan of galas." Kamila's stomach was churning. 

"I have never attended one, I have nothing to wear for it, and my etiquette is rusty at 
best. Also, if I come with you, all eyes will be on me. It would be incredibly awkward. 
Thanks for the invite, but maybe it's better if you take Tista." 

"Actually, my whole family has been invited already, so Tista will come with her own 
date. I've been friends with the Ernas ever since I dated their daughter, Phloria. I can 
understand if you would prefer to..." 

The lasagna in Kamila's stomach rose like a Romeo longing to be reunited with the 
Juliet waiting for him on the plate. 

"I've changed my mind. I'll gladly accompany you." Kamila cut him short. The 
opportunity to meet her mentor was already a strong motivator, but Lith's family's 
presence and the potential threat of an ex gave her all the courage she needed. 

"When is the gala?" 

"A couple of weeks from now. I received the invite right before the mission in 
Maekosh. I didn't bring it up earlier because you already had a lot on your plate." He 
explained before she could ask, just to play it safe. 

"Oh gods, I have a lot to do. I need a dress, a few etiquette lessons, and time to 
practice." Kamila stabbed at the remaining lasagna like it had betrayed her. 

"I can provide you everything you need. You're my guest, so it's my treat. Unless I get 
called for an emergency, I can be by your side the whole time." He took her hand and 
kissed it, making Kamila blush. 
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"Really? Would you do that for me?" Even the simplest gala dress was bound to be 
expensive. She was aware of what it meant for someone as stingy as Lith. 

"Of course. 1 will even craft some jewels for you." She took his offer as affection, but it 
was actually a way to save some money. Thanks to Rena's father-in law, Zekell the 
blacksmith, Lith could obtain the materials at a discounted price. 

Lith had long since learned to use magic in the forge to shape precious metals 
without the need of a goldsmith. Even in the past every piece of jewelry he had gifted 
someone had been made at cost. 

"Thank you so much." Kamila was almost moved to tears. 

"If there's anything 1 can do to repay you, you just have to ask." She rubbed his hand 
against her cheek before kissing it. 

"Actually, there is. Speaking of plates, are you going to eat that?" Lith pointed at the 
remaining lasagna. 

"Yes, of course 1 will." She took a big bite to emphasize her point. Lith had ruined the 
moment for her, the least Kamila could do was return the favor. 
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CHAPTER 512 

PREPARING FOR THE GALA (2) 


Lith and Solus spent the next few days apart, each trying to find a way to cope with 
the sense of inadequacy the absence of the other caused. Where Lith was bordering 
on impassivity, Solus was too emotional. 

He was as strong willed as she was indecisive. Even when Tista had brought her 
shopping. Solus worried more about what Lith would say after checking the prices or 
about Tista's opinion instead of focusing on her own needs. 

Tista ended up buying her a lot of clothes that Solus wanted to return at first, only to 
then spend hours trying on each of them once they were back at the tower. 

Lith was surprised when Jirni summoned him to house Ernas a few days before the 
party. He gladly accepted so that he could give her his gifts, but went to pick up Solus 
first. He was certain she would like to meet the Ernas girls again. 

Also, he really missed her. 

Neither of them shared the details about their days apart, and simply enjoyed the 
feeling of being whole again. Solus told him about her own room and the furniture 
she had chosen, but not bought, for it. 

Since she could materialize almost anything within the tower's premises, window 
shopping had been more than enough. As for Lith, he told her about Kamila's issues 
with the gala and the presents they were about to offer Jirni. 

'You really are a cheapskate to the bone.' She sighed. 

'Couldn't you just buy something for Kamila and Jirni instead of doing the gifts 
yourself? With all the money we have in our pocket dimension, it's not like we're 
poor.' Solus felt a bit hypocritical, since she was borrowing Tista's words. 

The difference between them was that Lith really was stingy, whereas Solus felt 
guilty at spending the money they earned without his consent. 
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'It's not being stingy so much as creative.' Lith had been expecting her remark, so he 
had a rebuke ready. 

'Anyone can buy a gift, but that's impersonal. My creations, instead, express how well 
I know the person who receives them. Besides, feel free to check the market prices. 
Be they jewels or enchanted items, what I make is worth a lot.' 

Solus had to admit that thanks to Zekell's help, Lith was able to craft small 
masterpieces by using spirit magic as a mold. Yet it was his ability as a Healer that 
was truly priceless. 

'I wonder why Jirni wants to meet you in person.' Solus changed the topic, a bit sad 
at the idea that she couldn't take part in the gala. Even if she had a human form and 
everyone accepted her as a friend, there was no mana geyser nearby. 

'We are about to find out.' Lith replied as they walked through the Ernas's Gate. Jirni 
had never revoked the pass they had granted him back when he dated Phloria. 

The room he stepped into was richly decorated for the incoming gala. A pleasant 
smell emanated from garlands were hung on the walls, but instead of being made of 
woven flowers or plants, they were made of gold and silver. 

Several coat hangers were lined up against the walls along with sealed weapon racks 
for their esteemed guests. Most of them would only bring ceremonial weapons, but 
some members of the military would refuse to leave their arms home. 

A single long carpet led from the Gate to the double doors of the main hall. It was 
blue and white, the colors of house Ernas's coat of arms. Lith found a handmaid 
waiting for him. 

She was a petite woman in her thirties, with ashen gold hair and clear blue eyes who 
somehow reminded him of Jirni. Her uniform had been replaced for the occasion by 
a simple but stylish black day dress with white evening gloves. 

'I don't think she's a servant at all.' Solus thought with a stupefied tone. 

'She is wearing so many enchanted hidden weapons that she glows like a chandelier 
to my mana sense.' 

Lith checked her out with Life Vision the moment she turned around to show him 
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the way. 


'This woman is no mage, but no handmaid either. Unless since the last time 1 
checked, house staff is required to have the strength of a professional athlete. She 
might really be Jirni's relative. Maybe she's part of the security.' Lith thought. 

"Lith, it's so good to see you again." Jirni said with a radiant smile the moment the 
handmaid opened up the door to her dressing room. It looked like a five star hotel 
lounge, with white walls decorated with gold inlays and many silk covered sofas 
arranged around a small table. 

Several mannequins dressed in Jirni's most beautiful evening gowns were orderly 
put on display in front of a huge mirror covering the center of the north wall. The 
mannequins lacked heads and arms, so that by standing right behind them Jirni 
could see her reflection like she was wearing the clothes they had on. 

Lith remained amazed when he noticed that every single wall was actually a finely 
carved closet, each one filled with dresses, shoes, and hats for every season. The 
doors separating them were so smooth that he would have never realized their real 
nature if some of them hadn't been left open. 

His surprise peaked when he managed to stop calculating how much money was that 
single room was worth and looked at his host. For a moment, Lith didn't recognize 
her. 

Lady Jirni Ernas was a petite woman, barely 1.52 cm [5'} tall, with blonde hair that 
extended mid way down her back and sapphire blue eyes. She wore a beautiful light 
blue day dress worthy of the Court, her hair was perfectly curled, framing her face 
like she had been taken out of a painting. 

It wasn't the smile, the dress, or the stylish hairdo in place other usual ponytail that 
left him dumbfounded. He and Jirni had attended several galas together, it wasn't his 
first time seeing her all dolled up. 

Jirni was a woman in her early forties, but thanks to proper care and good genes she 
usually looked like she was in her mid thirties. Now, she would barely pass as older 
than Kamila, it was like she had suddenly got ten years younger. 

"Lady Ernas, you're stunning." He said with a little too much enthusiasm, making 
both his host and her maid giggle. 
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"Thanks, but remember that I'm a married woman, young man." She hugged him as 
he bent down to give her a bow. 

"You're among friends, drop the formalities and call me Jirni. You've already met my 
cousin Dyta. She'll supervise the security of the event. My maiden family always 
takes care of these kinds of events." 

Dyta was surprised by Jirni disclosing such details to a stranger, but she didn't let it 
show. She gave Lith a polite curtsy and left them alone. 

"Where are the girls? I was hoping to say hi and catch up with them. I haven't seen 
them in months." Lith looked around a bit disappointed. He liked Jirni, but she 
always had a hidden agenda. 

"I asked you to come now precisely because only Lucky and I would be home. There 
are a few things we need to talk about before the gala." She sighed. 
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CHAPTER 513 
BEARER OF GIFTS (1) 


Lith had no idea why she included the dog on the list. Lucky's only worth was that it 
made Phloria happy, otherwise Lith would consider it just an overweight lump of fur. 

"First things first." Lith took out the first part of his gift from his pocket dimension. 

"1 wanted to give you this now, so that you had the opportunity to wear it at the gala. 
If you like it, of course. This is my birthday present." He handed to her a finely 
decorated circlet. 

Since Jirni was blonde, Lith had made it out of silver, so that the contrast would 
emphasize the beauty of its wearer. The diadem seemed to be made out of small and 
thin feathers, each one with a small black diamond set near its end. 

"It's beautiful. Almost worthy of a Queen." Jirni wasn't being polite. Although the 
circlet was really light, each feather was so life like that she expected to see them fly 
away at the first gust of wind. 

The 'almost' was required, since to be perfect, the diadem needed a big black 
diamond on its center, where Lith had left an empty space. It wasn't just a matter of 
him being stingy. 

The Verhen household had no fief nor noble titles. Any more effort on his part would 
be interpreted as showing off or even make the circlet appear like a betrothal gift. 
That was the reason why Lith had left it perfectly imperfect. 

"Now it's time for my anniversary gift." Lith said. 

"Please, give me your hands." 

Jirni did as instructed, feeling a warm sensation spread throughout her body the 
moment they touched. Lith used Invigoration while chanting some gibberish to spot 
and fix all bone, muscle, and even intervertebral disc damage. 
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Normal healing magic only sped up recovery, so internal scar tissues and calluses 
had accumulated inside Jirni's body over time, due to her line of work and aging. 

"Good gods. Not only do 1 look ten years younger, but 1 also feel that way now." Jirni 
knew her body well enough that it only took her a few steps to realize what had 
happened. 

"Healers capable of using rejuvenation magic are already rare, 1 would've never 
thought to meet one also capable of dabbling in cosmetic magic." Jirni said with a 
grin, making Lith lose his poker face for a split second. 

Rejuvenation magic was a rare branch of healing magic that allowed the mage to 
restore an aged body to its prime condition. Even the three Great Countries had very 
few mages capable of using it, and they were all as elusive as Manohar. 

It made his gift extremely valuable. Each treatment was valued at five gold coins for a 
regular person, but over a dozen for the battered body of a veteran fighter. 

"Cosmetic magic?" Lith had never heard of it, not even during his studies at the 
White Griffon academy. 

"No need to feign ignorance." Jirni laughed. "1 had my suspicions since the first time 1 
met your parents. 1 would have never been sure if Lucky hadn't ratted you out." 

"Lucky did what?" As if to answer Lith's confusion, a small Ry entered through one of 
the doors waggling its huge tail. It was as big as a pony and had the characteristic 
crimson fur of the wolf type magical beast. 

"Sorry, brother. 1 didn't know it was a secret." He said with an apologetic tone while 
offering Lith his huge belly in sign of contrition. He also hoped for a conciliatory 
scratch, of course. 

"He told us how you slimmed him down from time to time. Also, do you think that 1 
missed how Phloria's skin and hair improved while you two were together? Yours 
are minor treatments, but it's still an amazing feat for someone so young. 

"If you manage to master it, you'll be set for life. Consider that 1 had to spend one 
hundred gold coins to become like this." Jirni waved at her own younger appearance. 

"One hundred gold coins?" Lith almost chocked on those words. It was more than the 
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whole village of Lutia and its lands were worth, his own house included. A single 
gold coin was equivalent to one hundred silver coins. 


Even Officers like Lith, Kamila, and Jirni were paid in silver. 

"Are you saying that a mage did that?" Lith found it hard to believe. Rejuvenation 
magic was already a very difficult subject. He wouldn't be able to use it if not for 
Invigoration. Cosmetic magic was simply unheard of. 

"Yes. It's a new trend in the Capitol. It's very expensive and doesn't last long. It 
requires heavy alchemical machinery and according to its creator. Mage Hossa, it's a 
safe procedure even if it involves the alteration of the patient's life force. 

"Normally 1 wouldn't care for such things, but since half of the royal family has 
become their regular clients, so did anyone who can pay for the treatment. 1 can't 
afford to be outshined by any of my guests. At least not on the day of my anniversary. 

"It's one of the reasons 1 called you here. Even if you don't possess Mage Hossa's 
expertise or equipment, you're the only mage 1 know who can use it. Before 
spending a small fortune to get my whole family treated, 1 want the opinion of an 
expert. Is it really safe?" 

Lith inwardly cursed Lucky, then himself, and lastly his bad luck. 

'Who would have thought that such a couch potato could evolve and become able to 
talk? Did 1 ever tell him anything compromising?' 

'Aside from cursing Orion from time to time, no.' Solus replied. She had checked 
Lith's memories for every one of their past interactions with the dog. Lucky was true 
to his name, there was no reason to have an 'unfortunate accident' befall him. 

Lith sighed in relief while checking Jirni's condition with Invigoration. 

'What the heck? Cosmetic magic my ass. An Awakened just removed some impurities 
from her skin and hair. 1 wonder if they are doing it because they need money, or 
simply to get connections with the most important families in the Kingdom.' He 
pondered. 

"When did this new trend start, exactly?" Lith asked. 
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"About a few months ago, but the shop has moved around for years. Cosmetic magic 
is not officially recognized because only one mage knows how to use it and its 
exorbitant cost makes it impractical. 

"Mage Hossa returned recently from the Gorgon Empire. Princess Syntilla decided to 
give it a try and got one heck of a makeover. After that, all the homely and rich 
heiresses became her clients, forcing the pretty ones to do the same." 

"Well, for starters it's safe." Lith replied. "There is no damage to your life force, but 1 
must warn you, the treatment will barely last for a week. Unlike me, Hossa can make 
big changes, but they are temporary." 

"Can you do better?" Jirni had an expectant look. 

"No, but 1 can make it last longer. With my skill, 1 can make it last for at least a month, 
but 1 must ask you to not divulge my secret. 1 don't want this Hossa to feel threatened 
nor do 1 want to spend my life treating vain people." He said. 

'More importantly, she would discover that I'm an Awakened just like her. Maybe 
Hossa could put me into contact with the Council. She could be a precious ally if 
properly handled.' He actually thought. 
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CHAPTER 514 
BEARER OF GIFTS (2) 


"Don't worry, between her prices and her travels, Hossa is a flash in the pan. Once 
she's gone, everyone will return to their senses and stop wasting money." 

Lith attempted to take her hands again to perform the treatment, but Jirni stopped 
him. 

"That can wait. 1 didn't call you for your gifts, nor just for cosmetic magic. 1 need your 
assistance with a couple of things. First, since you are good with holograms. I'd like 
your help to make the event memorable." 

"I've already tried to ask Manohar, but he ran away the moment he heard my voice 
over the communicator and I'm not going to chase him over such a trivial matter." 

"Consider it done." Lith nodded. 

"Second, I'm worried about the girls' boyfriends, especially Phloria's." 

Those words stung at Lith's heart and Jirni rejoiced for it. 

"What's the matter with him?" He had suddenly found his old glare back. 

"His name is Kallion Nuragor. He's a powerful mage from a noble family that has 
done nothing bad in the recent past but nothing good either. 1 have a strong 
suspicion that he's just using her. 

"If anything happens to Gunyin, my oldest son, Phloria is the next in the line of 
succession. 1 can't rest easy until 1 discover the game he's playing." 

"Have you told Phloria?" Lith clenched his hands hard enough to turn his knuckles 
white. 

"What for? If you were in her shoes, would you listen to your paranoid and 
manipulative mother? Besides, forbidding a relationship is the best way a parent has 
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to make it thrive. Phloria needs to burn her hand to learn her lesson." 

Lith had to admit that she was right. 

"What do you want me to do?" Lith asked. 

"I'm sorry to have to ask this of you, but 1 need you to do nothing." Jirni sighed. 

"What do you mean, nothing?" 

"If I'm right, Kallion will try to provoke you. Nothing big, just enough to look good at 
your expense. You're going to become the youngest Spellbreaker of your generation. 
Ever since the plague in Kaduria, you've kept stealing the old noble households' 
spotlight. 

"There are many who resent you for that and would do anything to destroy your 
reputation. Whatever Kallion does or says, 1 need you to stay calm and endure. I'll do 
the rest." 

"What about Friya and Quylla?" 

"Quylla may have gotten herself another gold digger. His name is Anathor Voross. He 
is an Assistant Professor at the White Griffon and comes from a minor noble family. 
His background check is clean, but he's been avoiding me too much. 

"I'm afraid he is just playing with her feelings. 1 need you to grill him in my stead. 
Quylla will not be on guard against you. She loves you like the brother she always 
wanted. As for Friya, alas, she's got no one. Can you introduce someone to her?" 

"Sorry, but no. In my line of work, 1 don't get to know many people and Kamila 
mostly has female friends." Lith shrugged. 

"You know what the worst part of cosmetic magic having your seal of approval is? 
That now I'm going to have to waste a bucket of gold coins for my daughters and to 
avoid my poor husband looking like my father while standing by my side." 




Contrary to what many would expect, the use of the Warp Gate Lith had used just a 
few days earlier was reserved for the arrival of guests of secondary importance. 
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During big events, members of the Royal family or special guests would walk a red 
carpet. 

According to tradition, they had to arrive by stagecoach and walk their way to the 
entrance, where their host would personally receive them before they would be 
announced to the other guests. 

It was intended as an opportunity to flaunt one's wealth and status. The later a guest 
arrived, the more important they were. The last ones to come were always the 
members of the Royal family so that they were the only ones who didn't have to 
introduce themselves. 

Lith would have gladly passed as a minor guest rather than waste so much time in 
the stagecoach that Orion had waiting for him outside the local branch of the army. 
For warriors like Jirni and him, being rejuvenated was a priceless gift. 

After Lith had restored Orion's vigor, making him feel like he was twenty again, the 
Commander of the Knight's Guard had been adamant in assigning Lith the best 
stagecoach and the best honor guards his Grand Duchy had to offer. 

'1 can't believe 1 treated him so badly in the past.' Orion inwardly griped. 

'He could've asked me hundreds of gold coins and 1 would've gladly paid the price. 
No amount of gold is worth making sure that 1 come back home to my lovely wife 
and children. 

'Yet he gave it freely to me, even though he knows it's easier to find a unicorn than a 
rejuvenator. 1 take back at least half of the bad things 1 thought about him.' 

Yet Lith didn't do it out of the goodness of his heart. The Crown had finally granted 
him access to several forbidden books about souls, allowing him to take a new step 
forward in finding a solution for his reincarnation problem. 

Unfortunately, most of them were very obscure. They would constantly quote other 
books or complex theories that Lith had never heard about, requiring him to further 
expand his research. 

To do that, he needed to prove his worth as a Healer. He couldn't afford to be 
considered just an exceptional diagnostician. Revealing that he was able to 
Rejuvenate made him the fourth most important Healer at the Crown's service. 
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Only Manohar, Marth, and Vastor were known to be capable of using rejuvenation 
magic. This move had allowed Lith to help his friends and make the Crown grant him 
more privileges without him even asking for them. 

Two birds with one stone. 

Lith had discovered that souls were a controversial matter. Only Necromancers and 
Healers who had sought the perfect resurrection had thoroughly studied them, but 
each one had a different theory, which made things even more confusing. 

The silver lining was that thanks to his resurrections, Lith had practical experience 
on the matter. It allowed him to rule out all those paths of research that weren't able 
to explain his condition. 

"This is bullshit!" Lith lamented for the umpteenth time since the carriage had 
started to move, making his family and Kamila groan. He was wearing a very 
expensive and very formal suit, closely resembling White Tie attire from Earth. 

It consisted of a black dress coat with tails over a white shirt, a pique waistcoat, and 
a white bow tie worn around a standing wingtip collar. 

"1 spent months learning how to open dimensional Gates, why do we have to waste 
all this time? Isn't it much fancier and more practical to Warp to their doorstep?" 

"Not at all." Kamila explained. "This way our identities have been verified and our 
possessions searched before the Gala. Otherwise every guest would have to be 
detained upon arrival until they are cleared. 

"Unlike those who take the Ernas's Gate, we get to skip all of the security checks. Use 
this time to relax, or at least try to not upset me more than 1 already am. 1 can't 
believe I'm going to meet the Royals at my very first Gala." 
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CHAPTER 515 
ERNAS HOUSEHOLD (1) 


"She's right, dear." Elina said. "We're already on edge, don't make things even harder 
for us." She was wearing a silk satin cream colored ballgown which left her shoulders 
and arms exposed and had a square neck. 

The others joined her plea, forcing him to shut up. Lith was very nervous too and 
couldn't wait for the Gala to be over. Meeting Phloria again after so much time was a 
bittersweet event to him, especially since now they had both moved on. 

Things with Solus weren't great either. Lith was happy seeing her grow as a person, 
but at the same time, he was sad at not being able to spend as much time together as 
before. 

Solus now spent her free time in her own room, receiving her friends rather than 
being around him like in the past. Tista, Kalla, and even her vampire daughter, Nyka, 
visited Solus whenever they had a chance. 

It always happened when Lith was spending time with Kamila, so that Solus wasn't 
forced to hole up in her ring to give them some privacy. 

'Am 1 jealous?' Lith thought while being careful so that Solus couldn't hear him. 

'1 never took Solus for granted, yet 1 would have never expected that being separated 
from her even just from time to time could be so painful. Heck, if she ever gets a 
body, things will become even more complicated.' 

'1 can only hope that Solus is faring better than me and she doesn't have conflicting 
feelings about our situation like 1 do.' Lith thought. 

Unfortunately, she had realized their problem long before he did and wasn't any 
closer than Lith to finding a solution. As for Solus's feelings, calling them a mess was 
an understatement. 

The more time they spent apart, the more she understood how badly she lacked in 
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every social aspect. 


Tista had been schooling both Nyka and her about how to act in human society, but 
despite all the time she had spent watching Lith from the sidelines, the only thing 
she was better at than the vampire, was keeping her clothes on. 

Nyka had gotten used to living with the customs of an undead beast, making 
personal hygiene optional and her dress code non existent. She would say anything 
that came to her mind, no matter how rude, and was completely oblivious of her 
body language, just like Solus. 

They would both yawn whenever the topic at hand bored them and eat like starving 
beasts. Nyka because she had no concept of cutlery. Solus because she would become 
so engrossed in discovering new flavors that she would forget her manners. 

'1 would have never imagined that being polite could be so hard.' Solus inwardly 
sighed. 'Because of our mind link. I'm not used to sugarcoating my words nor hiding 
my feelings. I'm a terrible liar, 1 did it only once and I'm still regretting it.' She 
thought. 

'Yet human interactions are mostly based on deception. Even Tista says that my 
honesty is refreshing at first, but soon becomes obnoxious. To make matters worse, 
the few humans who I've met in the Trawn woods all ran away screaming. 

'No matter how pretty my dress is or how kind 1 am. I'm nothing but a monster in 
their eyes.' 

While Solus and Lith were brooding about their problems, their stagecoach finally 
reached the Ernas ancestral home. It was Kamila's first time seeing something so 
magnificent. 

The manor was surrounded by high white crystal walls, which generated an array 
that prevented anyone from flying or Warping past its boundaries without the use of 
a special amulet. 

Their coachman showed his ID to the guards stationed at the gates, who in turn lifted 
an amulet over their heads. It emitted a ray of light that resonated with coachman's 
uniform first, then his papers, and lastly the entire stagecoach. 

Each of them glowed with a silver light, proving the authenticity of the documents. 
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the man's identity, and that the magical seals placed on the vehicle hadn't been 
tampered with. 

Kamila gasped while looking through the passenger window as she noticed that the 
park around the manor extended as far as her eye could see. Even though the night 
sky was covered by black clouds, the gardens were perfectly lit. 

Each statue, bench, and even fountain which decorated the area radiated a gentle 
glow, giving the hosts the impression of having walked into a fairy tale. The air 
smelled of freshly cut grass, flower beds adorned the cobblestone paths that went 
from the front gardens to the main building. 

Trees and bushes were all artistically trimmed to resemble mythical beasts, like 
unicorns and griffons. The benches were made of white marble and engraved with 
runes that made them water and dirt proof, keeping them dry and clean no matter 
the weather. 

The manor itself was bigger than Delius' army headquarters. It extended for at least 
3,000 square meters [32,292 square feet}, divided into a main building, a left and a 
right wing forming a reversed U shape. 

The massive hardwood double doors of the house were wide open, letting all noise 
and light coming from the Main Hall reach the stagecoach's stopping area. Jirni and 
Orion were welcoming their guests as soon as they arrived, letting their house staff 
escort them inside. 

Despite the chilly night breeze, the moment the coach door opened Kamila felt 
suffocated like she was stepping into a furnace. 

'This isn't right. This isn't my place. I'm just the disowned daughter of a dishonest 
merchant.' She thought as her body was being covered in nervous sweat. 

Kamila tried to stand up, but her weakened knees failed her, making her stumble on 
the coach steps. Lith managed to catch her by the waist, using water magic at the 
same time to cool her burning skin and make the sweat disappear. 

"You almost literally fell head over heels for me." Lith chuckled at his terrible joke as 
he got off the stagecoach first to help Kamila by holding both her hands. His kind 
gesture made Kamila find her strength again and made Lith's parents hope for the 
best. 
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The Ernas couple watched the scene too, but with mixed feelings about it. 


"Long time no see, Lith. It's too bad you haven't grown much since your days at the 
academy." Orion joked. He was over 1.96 metres [6'5"} tall, with black hair, brown 
eyes, and a perfectly shaven face. 

His physique was lean but muscular. Every one of his movements was full of vigor. 
"It's nice to see you too. Is everyone inside?" 

"Yes. I'll join you as soon as we're done with our guests. 1 have a little surprise for 
you." 

Two members of the house staff accompanied the Verhens to the Ballroom. One of 
them was Dyta, Jirni's cousin, who was still disguised as a housemaid. The other was 
Deiter, an old family butler who managed to glare at Lith like he was a traitor while 
maintaining perfect composure. 

'1 guess it's reasonable to assume that the rest of the staff blames me for the break 
up too.' Lith thought. 

The entrance had a double staircase leading to the first floor of the house, which 
formed an arch above the door leading to the Main Hall, where the guests would 
mingle while waiting for their hosts to arrive. 

Lith sighed, hoping that when his past and present clashed, he wouldn't be caught in 
the middle. 
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CHAPTER 516 
HOUSE ERNAS (2) 


"Great Mage Lith Verhen and First Lieutenant Kamila Yehval." The head butler 
announced with a magically amplified voice. 

Just like Kamila had feared, all eyes were on her. Lith had stopped being a novelty 
after the King himself had bestowed upon him his family name. With each 
achievement he acquired, the old noble households despised him more while the 
new magical bloodlines considered him a leading figure for their cause. 

Half the room watched him walking down the small staircase leading to the Main 
Hall with admiration while the other half just whished that he would fall and break 
his neck. Both kinds of gaze only lasted for a split second before moving to his date. 

Many noble dames had a cruel smirk on their faces, their mouths already opened and 
ready to badmouth the dirty poor social climber who in their minds had no place 
among them. 

They had learned the hard way that Lith had no weak spot. Both his clothes and 
manners were always impeccable. Belittling his powers was akin to suicide, since not 
one of their heirs would qualify as his equal even when he had just graduated from 
the Academy. 

Now that he was a Great Mage and was about to be appointed as a Spellbreaker, 
many families had to go way down their family tree to be able to name a relative they 
could compare to him. 

The nameless civil servant accompanying him, though, was bound to be an easy 
target. Or so they thought, until their peers started to laugh at them, mistaking their 
expression for awe. 

Even after a long look, they couldn't find anything wrong with her looks. Quite the 
contrary, more than one dame stared at her in envy. 

Kamila wore a silk-satin red evening dress with a v neckline which left her arms and 
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shoulders exposed plus it emphasized her bosom. Lith had made her a golden circlet 
that appeared to be made out of small camellias woven together. 

The gold of the circlet brought out her black hair and vice versa, while both shone 
under the magical lighting of the room. She also wore one of Lith's forgemastered 
camellias on her right wrist as corsage. 

Looking at her adamant gaze, the nobles thought she was treating them with 
contempt, whereas she was just focused on not tripping over her dress and hiding 
the terror she felt. 

She listened with relief as the butler announced the rest of the Verhen family, making 
many gazes move to the top of the stairs again. Every female member of Lith's family 
wore a circlet and an enchanted corsage, each one projecting the image of a different 
flower from Earth made from a different element. 

A fiery rose for Elina, an icy orchid for Rena, and a black lotus for Tista. They all had 
pestered Lith to forgemaster something for them too. Tista wore a skin tight 
ballgown that made many of the male guests stare in hatred at her date, while their 
female companions clenched their glasses so hard that they nearly shattered. 

'I've spent over one hundred gold coins in cosmetic magic and Tm still an ugly 
duckling!' They thought in unison. 

"Lith! It's so good to see you again." Several people began to crowd around him, yet 
he had no idea who they were. 

'By my maker, they are your academy mates. How can you not remember even one of 
them?' Solus helped him to put a name to each face. 

'1 only had four academy mates, the others were only rivals or bystanders. Their fair 
weather friendship is as pointless now as it was back then.' He coldly replied. 

"Professor Verhen! 1 don't know how to thank you." Said one of Lith's students. 

"Back when 1 was at the academy, 1 hated your classes. Thank the gods you were so 
strict with me. Your teachings saved my life more than once." 

"Glad to hear that, Qinyu. How are you doing?" Lith replied while shaking his hand. 
He remembered all the names of his students. In a way, he considered them to be his 
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creations. 


"Well enough to afford an invitation for this Gala. My company could use your help 
sometimes. Does the army allow you to perform freelance jobs?" 

"You're asking the wrong person." Lith smiled as he took a wine glass for him and 
one for Kamila. "As long as I'm a Ranger, she's my boss." 

"Oh gods! When are you going to stop growing?" Said a familiar voice resounding 
with fake anger. 

"Little one! You have no idea how I've missed you." Lith lifted Quylla like she was a 
small child. 

She would have loved to protest the embarrassing treatment, but her feet were 
dangling 20 centimeters [8'} above the ground and she feared that a sudden 
movement could make the slit in her dress reveal far more than was proper. 

"I'm almost as tall as Friya, now. Why don't you ever call her 'little one'?" 

"Because when 1 met her, she was taller than me. In my heart, you will always be this 
tall." He released her from the embrace and gestured with his hand at her former 
diminutive stature. 

"Are you still conducting your crazy research?" She asked. 

"Indeed, but so far lady luck has turned her back on me. What about you?" 

"Same. Body sculpting is a nightmare. Every small advancement seems to require 
years of study, but 1 don't want to wait for years! 1 want to become a Professor, make 
my own schedule, and not work like a mule until my hair turns white. 

"1 might have a lead on something, but 1 can't do it on my own and there's no one 1 
trust enough to not steal my research. Academies are a dog eat dog world. Do you 
think you can help me?" She said looking at him with her trademark puppy eyes. 

"Thanks for thinking about me, but what about your sisters? Also, Kamila, this is 
Quylla, one of my dearest friends. Quylla, this is Kamila, my girlfriend who also 
happens to be my handler in the army. You might want to speak to her about your 
problem." 
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Quylla gave Kamila a curtsy, which she promptly returned. While they were 
exchanging their greetings, Quylla couldn't avoid noticing how much her guest was 
different from her older sister, and found it ominous how Kamila's jewelry matched 
the rest of the family's. 

"We would love to have a chat with her. A long chat." Friya glared at Kamila for a 
second before hugging Lith. Kamila chuckled at her fake hostility, yet Friya's words 
and hourglass figure stung at her pride. 

"1 offered to accompany Quylla more than once, but she doesn't trust my 
underlings!" 

"Mercenaries only follow money." Quylla shook her head. 

"1 would have no problem if the mission involved collecting materials, but trusting 
them with something they can sell to the highest bidder? Thanks, but no thanks." 

Friya bit her lower lip not having a witty retort at the ready. Adventurers were 
mostly grassroots mages who hoped to make a quick buck. 

As soon as they realized how dangerous slaying monsters was and that the only 
treasures they found inside dungeons had once belonged to other adventurers, they 
would usually change their line of work. 


traitorAIZEN 67 I 415 



CHAPTER 517 
SEWED UP (1) 


Creatures smart enough to distinguish trash from gold were also so dangerous that it 
wasn't worth facing them unless there was a rich bounty on their heads. In such 
cases, one had to be as wary of the competition as they were their target. 

More than one group of mercenaries had been slain by another waiting in ambush 
for them to soften the prized creature. What idiots called 'adventure' was actually a 
high risk, unknown reward business, yet it was the only path to wealth unless one 
was willing to submit to a noble. 

Friya had invested time and effort into her personal guild, but its revenue was still 
far from ensuring that its members would put their honor and friendship above a 
mountain of gold. 

"Hi, Lith. How long has it been? Three years?" Even if the crowd didn't make way for 
her, Lith could notice Phloria from a mile away, and not because other height. Her 
scent and the sound other footsteps were so deeply ingrained in his memory that he 
could recognize them anywhere. 

She was wearing a silk satin sky blue evening gown, with a v neckline. Part of her 
hair was down, like a silky black waterfall that reached her waist, while the rest 
formed a tress resembling a wreath over her head. 

Nostalgia put a sad smile on Lith's face, which was quickly replaced by a raised 
embrown when he noticed that, together with sapphire parure, she was still wearing 
the gold lily shaped pendant he had gifted her years ago. 

"Almost four." Only after giving her a small bow did he realize that she wasn't alone. 

A handsome man in his early twenties was walking arm in arm by her side. He was 
almost as tall as Lith, with pitch black hair and grey eyes. 

His tuxedo emphasized his lean but muscular build. If not for Jirni's words about 
him, Lith would have been happy for her. 
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'Phloria deserves someone better than I was. It's the reason why I let her go. How 
strong is this jerk, Solus?' He thought. 


'A clean cyan mana core and trained soldier level of physical prowess. Kallion seems 
to be a perfectly normal human. Phloria, on the other hand...' 

'What about her?' Lith suddenly remembered about her impurities moving, just like 
it happened to Yurial before his untimely death. He had sent Tista to check on her 
from time to time and according to his sister, Phloria wasn't supposed to Awaken. 

'Her mana core has gone from cyan to bright cyan and her mana flow is abnormal. 
Maybe we should check her with Invigoration.' 

Lith cursed his bad luck. He had no reason to touch Phloria without making Kamila 
jealous, nor could he ask to speak privately about her health in the middle of the 
gala. Lith was renowned to be a great diagnostician but spotting an asymptomatic 
illness with a single glance was something not even Manohar was capable of. 

An awkward silence befell to the group after they had introduced their respective 
dates. Neither of them knew what to say, at least in front of all those people. Small 
talk was cheap, but speaking their minds would make things even more awkward. 

"What a lovely corsage you have, Kamila. I'd never seen anything like that. Did Lith 
forgemaster it for you?" Phloria unconsciously touched the dimensional amulet he 
had gifted her at the academy. 

It didn't have just sentimental value to her. Phloria had yet to find a better 
dimensional storage. Orion had studied it for several hours, yet not even he had 
proven capable of such a feat since Lith had used true magic to make it. 

"Yes. It's called a Camellia." Kamila replied with a radiant smile as she marked her 
territory. She didn't feel threatened by Phloria, the two of them were too different to 
make any kind of comparison. 

Yet she didn't miss the tension Phloria's arrival had caused and she wanted to make 
things clear with her without being rude. 

"It's wonderful." Phloria tried and failed to hide how those words stung at her, 
betrayed by a twitching smile. 
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"Would you be terribly jealous if 1 stole your date for a couple of minutes? A wound 
from my last mission has left me with phantom pain the army Healers cannot 
explain. I'm in dire need of a second opinion." 

"Well, to be perfectly frank, yes." Kamila giggled to make it sound like she was joking. 
"However, 1 know how seriously Lith takes his oath as a Healer and as fellow army 
members, we have to support each other. I'll wait for you here." 

The atmosphere tensed up to the point that the bystanders held their breath hoping 
things to escalate, but neither of the two women said anything nor stopped smiling. 

"We'll be right back." Phloria gave her guest a curtsy before turning her back to them 
and walking toward a side room while Lith tried to keep up with her pace. 

"That was... intense." Kallion laughed as soon as Phloria walked away, to make sure 
she couldn't hear him above the noise of the small crowd around them. 

"Maybe a little too intense. You've gone overboard miss Yehval, 1 think you should 
apologize for your behavior when they get back." His cold smile didn't extend to his 
eyes as his words triggered whispers and chuckles among the bystanders. 

"You're overthinking, mister Nuragor." Kamila disrespected his title just like he had 
done to hers. She was still afraid of the crowd, but not enough to let a pompous jerk 
order her around while she was an honored guest in her mentor's house. 

"Some gestures come naturally when you really care about your partner. 1 hope 
you'll find someone like that soon." The whispers and chuckles intensified. None had 
missed how quickly Phloria had dropped Kallion's arm, nor that she hadn't talked to 
her date before leaving. 

"I'm sorry to say..." Yet his stone cold voice didn't sound sorry at all. "but it's not a 
matter of caring, so much as of upbringing. Flaunting that small trinket of yours was 
unbecoming of an army officer, even for one with a shady family like yours. 

Also, it's Mage Nuragor to you." 

"1 guess you're right. Not even my disowned father would use such double standards. 
If you're going to flaunt your title, then it's Lieutenant Yehval to you." Her rebuke 
made him turn red from anger, but he didn't dare to continue. 
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Most of the nobles were on his side, but Phloria's sisters were not. 

"I'm sorry if I've offended you, that wasn't my intention. I just wanted to warn you 
that the other guests may find your 'gestures' rude. I understand you are new to 
environments such as this, but your behavior could embarrass Great Mage Verhen." 

He gave her a small bow as an apology. Between his words and manners, Kallion had 
put Kamila between a rock and a hard place. 

She could either refuse his apology and risk appearing petty, or accept them and be 
forced to in turn apologize to Phloria even though she had done nothing wrong. 
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CHAPTER 518 
SEWED UP (2) 


Meanwhile, after checking if a side room was empty, Lith and Phloria entered it and 
she locked the door behind them. 

"Don't worry." She said in reply to his silent question. "The room is sound proof, no 
one can hear us from the outside." 

Lith used Life Vision to check his surroundings while Solus did the same, replying 
only when their magical senses confirmed her words. 

"Are you really hurt or is there something you need to tell me?" Lith knew that Quylla 
was a Healer almost as good as he was and that the phantom pain was likely an 
excuse. 

Lith would have loved to tell her about he too had needed to speak with her in 
private, but seeing her with his amulet and between the arms of someone else had 
left him more confused than he had expected. 

Everything that came to his mind would either make a fool out of himself or make 
the situation even more awkward than it already was. 

Phloria was experiencing almost the same emotions. She had avoided Lith until that 
day because time had helped smother her feelings, so that their relationship felt like 
it could be a thing of the past. 

But everything seemed to be coming back after seeing him again. Phloria's mind felt 
so fuzzy that she didn't even remember the reason why she had brought him there. 

"Kamila seems nice. You two must be happy together." 

"Kallion doesn't seem bad. 1 hope he treats you right." Lith had so many things to say 
to her, yet only the most idiotic ones seemed to be willing to pop out of his mouth. 

"He doesn't seem bad?" Phloria chuckled, making him realize how much he had 
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missed that smile and the sound other voice. "So he doesn't seem good to you 
either." 

"I don't know him. I can only say what 1 see." Lith shrugged. 

"Why are we here?" His question came out much colder than he intended. His brain 
and his mouth seemed to be disconnected. 

"1 just wanted to know how are you. 1 mean the real you, not the mask you wear in 
front of everyone else. Have you mastered Death Vision yet?" She took a step closer, 
realizing it was the first time she had to look up to meet eyes with him. 

Their past was so distant, yet it felt like it was yesterday. 

"It's not a power, more like a curse." He replied. 

"1 have learned how to keep it under control under normal circumstances, but that's 
it. To make matters worse, there's no trace of something similar in any book I've 
consulted. You have no idea how does it feels to watch everything and everyone you 
love die over and over again." 

"1 remember it almost drove you insane." She sighed. 

"Did you tell your family about that thing with you and the shadows?" 

"No. 1 have never told anyone else, but 1 got better." It pained him to admit that she 
was still the only one he had ever shared that secret with. In his mind. Solus didn't 
count because they didn't share anything, they were one and the same. 

Lith flexed his shoulders as his second form swallowed his tuxedo. He stood slightly 
over two meters tall, covered in thick curved black scales with hands and feet that 
ended in razor sharp claws. 

It still lacked the horns, the wings, and the tail which only appeared during 
tribulations. His face was a black slate with no nose or ears. Two yellow eyes were 
open, while the slits for the other five, although visible, were shut closed. 

'Why did you do that?' Solus was shocked. 

'1 don't know.' He honestly replied. Just like when he had fought the Abomination 
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lurking near his house, it simply felt like the right thing to do. Yet while back then it 
was a response to his fury, now it was to his fear. 

The part of Lith which had never stopped hurting ever since Carl had died, which 
was so full of hatred that it only wanted the entire Mogar to burn, was trying to 
prove its point. 

It wanted to show him that he had done the right thing by letting her go. That there 
was no one he could really trust. A cruel grin appeared on his face, revealing a mouth 
full of fangs and fire as he expected her to scream in terror. 

"Good gods." Phloria turned a little pale in surprise, but she didn't flinch. 

"All those years ago 1 was right. You do really have dragon blood in your veins." 

"Since when do dragons look like this?" His voice was a low growl as he waved at his 
demonic appearance. 

"Dragons look however they want." She shrugged in reply. 

"If you had feathers, 1 would have thought of a phoenix or a griffon, but scales yell 
dragon to me." Phloria stepped forward instead of back, just like that night in her 
room. This time she needed to stand on her tiptoes to touch his scaly cheek. 

"Does it hurt?" Even the question remained the same. 

"No. Not since I've accepted what- no, who 1 am. Thanks to you." He placed his scaly 
hand over her soft one, unable to hold his words anymore. 

"As 1 told you after the second exam, I'm a broken man, shattered into so many pieces 
that my original form is unrecognizable. Yet you managed to turn the metal I've 
spent my whole life steeling myself to be, into soft fabric. 

"Then, you spent almost two years of your life mending me. No matter how many 
times 1 pushed you away, either with my rude actions or my endless secrets, you 
were always there for me. 

"You picked up all those pieces that 1 had given up on and sewed them back together. 
You've seen me at my worst, yet you never gave up on me, not even when 1 showed 
you this ugly self of mine. 
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"You taught me that even in this cruel world there can actually be someone who's 
worth trusting, someone that can accept and love me beyond what shallow words 
can express." 

His thumb caressed the back other hand as smoke and flames came out of his seven 
eyes in small bursts. It was supposed to scare her, but it made her cry instead. 
Unbeknownst even to Lith, his second life force had no blood nor tears, only fire and 
shadows dwelled in his body. 

"You made me want to try and be more than powerful, to be better. For all that. I'm 
grateful to you and 1 always will be. 1 don't care who you marry or what kind of 
person you'll become, 1 will always be there for you. 

"If you ever need my help, just call my name and 1 will come. 1 will discard my duty 
and my honor, 1 will pierce through the gates of the heavens and the netherworld if 
they stand in my path. 

"Not even death could prevent me from coming to fight by your side, because that's 
the only way 1 could ever repay you for what you did for me." 

Lith turned around, assuming his human form again. 

"Now it's better if we return to the Main Hall, otherwise people will start gossiping 
about us. More than usual 1 mean." 

Phloria stupidly nodded at his back, despite knowing he couldn't see her. She and 
Solus were both crying from the bottom of their hearts, because those words were 
the closest thing to a love confession Lith had ever done. 

'Fuck me sideways! Solus, why didn't you stop me? That was the closest thing to a 
love confession 1 have ever done!' He thought. 
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CHAPTER 519 
BREAK UP (1) 


'First, I had no idea what you were about to say. That wasn't one of your usual 
rehearsed speeches. Second, even if I knew, I would have never stopped you. I've 
been trying for years to stop you from bottling up your feelings.' Solus replied. 

'I'm happy that you finally admitted how this cruel world is worth living for, yet your 
words hurt me deeply. 1 know that 1 have never held your hand nor hugged you when 
your- no, our existence seemed hopeless, but 1 was always there for you. 

'1 have told you many times the same things that Phloria, Tista, and now Kamila have 
said, yet you never listened. I'm part of you, but I'm not you. After all this time, and 
after all that we have gone through together, 1 should deserve your trust.' 

'1 trust you. Solus. 1 always have.' Lith tried to defend himself. 

'No, you don't trust me. It's just that you can't hide anything from me, there's a big 
difference. After 1 lied to you, only once, to protect your life, you said terrible things 
to me, you kept me at arm's length for weeks. 

'You never stopped to think how hard it had been for me nor why 1 did it. You never 
have any idea how many sacrifices 1 make for you until we trigger a mind fusion and 
then you apologize just to start over again. 

'Back when we reconciled, you gave me permission to kick your ass if 1 ever 
disagreed with you, but only now have 1 found the strength to do it. 1 never get angry 
at you because unlike Phloria, unlike every single goddamn soul on this planet, 1 
know the real you. 

'Derek McCoy, Lith Verhen, whatever the name, 1 don't care. Where your family sees 
an iron willed man, where Kamila sees a hero, where you see a monster, 1 see a man 
that no matter how much he had to crawl, no matter how much shit he had to 
swallow to move forward, he never stopped fighting. 

'1 always respected you for that and 1 didn't want to become another burden for you 
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to carry. After the wargs, after spending some time with my friends rather than 
yours, I've finally realized what being a person really means. 

'I deserve from you the same respect I give to you and if sometimes my feelings are a 
burden, well, deal with it. Because I'm as real as Phloria is. I'm not just a voice in 
your head.' 

Lith was still recovering from his own moment of weakness with Phloria, so taking in 
Solus's, all other pent up feelings, left him completely speechless. He returned to his 
friends not knowing whether to feel like a jerk for what he had just done to Phloria, 
or for what he had done to Solus for all those years. 

Because she was right about everything. 

'By the way, while you played Romeo, I checked your Juliet with Invigoration. Her 
impurities are way closer to her mana core compared to the last time we checked, 
but she's still safe. 

'You don't need to worry about her Awakening any soon. You and I still have a bit of 
time to find a way to make her survive her Awakening.' 

Lith had been so engrossed by his emotions that he had completely forgotten about 
the issue with Phloria's mana core. Yet, once again Solus had covered for him, 
because she cared. 

'Thanks, Solus. I'll never say it enough. Thank you for being my only true friend. If 
Phloria has been my tailor, sewing me back together, you are my mold. You kept me 
from losing myself over and over and you still do.' 

Solus telepathically nodded, accepting the compliment. She thought about sharing 
with him the news about her humanoid form, but in the end, she decided against it. 

'It would be a low blow. A cry for attention now that he's still emotional. As I just 
said. I'm not Lith. I do things my way. The right way. I don't manipulate those I love to 
get what I want.' She thought. 

As they returned to their friends, Lith heard several whispers. Even though he 
couldn't piece enough of them together to get the whole story, he got the gist of it. 

Luckily, Phloria and he hadn't been gone for long and Kamila had yet to give her 


traitorAIZEN 77 I 415 



reply. Lith and Jirni had warned both his family and his girlfriend about the risks of 
the gala. Messing directly with Lith was suicidal, but they were much easier targets. 


In front of such an audience, losing their temper could seriously harm Lith, even if he 
wasn't there. Kamila and Elina were cut from the same cloth. They would have likely 
slapped Kallion into oblivion for his contemptuous words, yet aside from clenching 
their hands they smiled and didn't do anything. 

'Since both the options he left me with put me in the wrong, 1 can only pick the third 
one: remain silent and hope that Lith returns quickly.' 

"What's going on here?" Lith asked Friya while taking Kamila's hand. Not only was 
she his friend, but Friya was also a Lady of the family. No one could question her 
judgment without disrespecting the whole Ernas Household. 

She told him everything, feeling a bit embarrassed for not having intervened. Quylla 
and she hadn't liked Kamila marking her territory since they were rooting for their 
sister. 

"Let me get this straight." Lith stood straight as an arrow, so that he could look down 
on Kallion while staring at him in the eyes. 

"First, you treated my date as a servant, demanding apologies only based on your 
assumptions. Then, you belittled my work, my magic, in front of my entire family and 
the rest of the guests. Lastly, by questioning her upbringing you also questioned my 
judgment." 

"Not at all. You are oversimplifying things." Kallion said with an aggrieved 
expression. "1 was simply trying to help your girlfriend and defend mine." 

'Come on, you idiot. Challenge me, attack me or something. No one expects me to win 
and the harder you beat me, the worse it will be for you. It'll prove you're nothing 
but a bloodthirsty barbarian.' He thought. 

"Am 1?" Lith shrugged. "Phloria, did Kamila insult you in anyway?" 

"No. 1 asked her about her corsage and she simply replied. It's beautiful, by the way, 
calling it a trinket..." She glared at Kallion for a second before regaining her 
composure. 
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"So, no apology was required and you did belittle my work." Lith repeated while 
staring at him in contempt. 


"I'm really sorry." Phloria gave Kamila a bow first and then Lith. She felt terrible 
since she was not only one of the hosts, but also Kallion's date. 

"No need to apologize, Phloria." Lith picked her up by the shoulders and made her 
stand tall. 

"You're one of my best friends, 1 could never get offended with you." Those words 
weighed more heavily than any reproach could, especially after the moment they had 
just shared in the side room. 

Phloria felt stupid and miserable. She clenched the sides other dress as her eyes 
turned watery from the rage and embarrassment, exactly like Lith had planned. 
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CHAPTER 520 
BREAK UP (2) 


'These are the moments when you really act like a monster. How could you do that to 
Phloria?' Solus felt bad for her. 

'If 1 met him in the wilds, 1 would have killed him. If 1 were in the middle of the street, 
1 would have challenged him. Here 1 could only take the sugar out of his venom to 
reveal the snake he is. A pretty face and pretty words mean nothing. 

'Phloria needs to learn her lesson and a burned hand teaches best.' Lith replied. 

The moment people noticed Phloria's distress, all whispers disappeared. Quylla and 
Friya were glaring at Kallion like they could murder him without a second thought, 
and so did their brothers, their relatives, and even the members of their staff. 

Kallion's plan fell into shambles as the ancient noble households left his side the 
moment they understood who the Ernas were siding with. There was no point in 
backing a dead horse and no sense in beating it. 

Kallion had managed to embarrass his date, his hosts, and his entire household in 
one fell swoop. It was a social blunder juicy enough to liven up the evening but not 
enough to last more than one day. Unless of course, things escalated. 

"Phloria, would you like to take a little stroll around the park? We could use some 
air." Kallion had played his cards well by avoiding being rude and using Kamila's low 
social status to justify his words. 

'It didn't go as well as 1 hoped, but everything is still fine. 1 only need to make sure 
that Phloria isn't upset and blames the little wench for the mishap.' He thought. 

"You've taken the words right out of my mouth." She finally raised her eyes from the 
floor. A warm smile appeared on her face, yet her eyes were cold. 

"We need to talk." 
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Chuckles and whispers spread throughout the Main Hall as soon as the couple 
walked through the glass doors leading outside. 

"Do you think she will kick him out?" Kamila whispered to Lith's ear. 

"That's unlikely. He was subtle and 1 couldn't make a scene. The Ernas will lose a lot 
of face if she ends up without a date right off the bat." He replied while listening to 
the other guests betting about the possible outcomes. 

Kallion being kicked out was given 100-1, just like their relationship lasting more 
than a week. 

"She treated you like crap! Someone had to say something. Why are you mad at me?" 
Kallion said after all of his attempts at sweet talk were met with Phloria's cold 
shoulder. 

"If 1 thought she did, 1 would have put her in her place myself. You didn't do it to 
defend me, you did it to embarrass Lith. Or do you think I'm that stupid? Scratch 
that, 1 am that stupid, otherwise 1 would've never dated you." She was walking 
double time, clenching and releasing her hands to suppress her most violent urges. 

"How can you say that? I'm not completely at fault here. You could have told me you 
wanted to speak with him privately. You took me by surprise, asking your ex to talk, 
what was 1 supposed to do?" Kallion tried to shift the blame again, hoping a bit of 
guilt would make his reasons more believable. 

"Are you saying that 1 am supposed to ask for your permission before talking to a 
friend?" His move resulted in throwing jet fuel on the flames of her outrage. 

"No,l..." 

"To answer your other question, you could have taken it out on Lith, like she did with 
me. Or, if you were that insecure about us, you could have asked me to talk about it in 
private before embarrassing me in front of the entire Verhen family. 

"You took it out on the most vulnerable link of the chain, instead. It seems deliberate, 
if not planned to me." 

"How can you say that?" He managed to sound aggrieved, even though only his pride 
was hurt because she seemed to see through his scheme too easily. 


traitorAIZEN 81 I 415 



"How could you do that if you ever cared even one bit about me?" Phloria rebuked. 


"We're done. You can remain for the gala, but 1 don't want to see you ever again." 

Kallion tried to object, before Phloria's right hand closed on his throat lifting him off 
from the ground and reminding him that she was even stronger than she looked. 

"That's not up to debate. You can either say yes and act like a true gentleman for the 
rest of the evening or get escorted out of my house. Your choice." 

Kallion nodded like a parrot, his lungs screaming for air. 

'This is not over, you bitch. There is more than one way 1 can use you against that 
peasant. Bringing down the Ernas and the Verhen is like killing a flock of birds with 
just one stone.' 

Meanwhile, inside the Main Hall, the butler announced the Ernas couple and then the 
Royal couple right after them. 

"King Meron Griffon and Queen Sylpha Griffon." Despite the cosmetic magic 
treatment, the Royals couldn't compare with the Ernas. Despite her character, Jirni 
had an oval face with delicate features and big eyes, whereas the Queen had sharp 
features and a square jaw. 

After both of them had their impurities removed, the best comparison that could be 
drawn between them was that they respectively looked like a newlywed maiden and 
a drill sergeant. 

"I'm so sorry, dear." Jirni said to both Kamila and Lith. 

"1 didn't expect Phloria to take you away. You handled things well, Kamila." 

"There's no need to apologize. Lady Ernas. 1 should have been more careful." Kamila 
was embarrassed by all the attention from the lords of the house. Too many eyes 
were staring at her in envy. 

"No matter how careful you were, he would have struck at the first opportunity. It's 
not your fault." 

"1 apologize on behalf of my daughters." Orion gave Kamila a small bow, making her 
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and the Ernas girls blush in embarrassment. 


"I'm disappointed in you. Kamila is your mother's apprentice and your friend's 
betrothed. You should have been more considerate toward her." 

At those words, Lith, his relatives, and Jirni almost chocked on their wine. 

"We're not betrothed." Kamila managed to say with a squeaky voice. 

"You're not?" Orion looked flabbergasted. 

"1 mean, he crafted the Camellia for you, which is the most romantic forgemastered 
piece I've ever seen. He even made you a tiara like those Elina and his sisters are 
wearing. 1 thought you were already part of the Verhen family." 

"I'm a one trick pony, okay?" Lith was beet red in embarrassment. 

"Circlets are the most elaborate pieces 1 can make. I'm a Forgemaster, not a 
goldsmith. 1 practiced hard to make Jirni's present and 1 thought it would be a waste 
to only use that knowledge to create a single piece." 

"But you made Camellias for the rest of your family too!" Orion objected. 

"How many times do you want me to say that I'm a one trick pony? There's no 
hidden meaning behind them, they are not some kind of family trademark!" 

"What's a Camellia?" Queen Sylpha asked. After finishing her rounds among the most 
important nobles, she had gotten curious about the fuss between the Ernas and the 
Verhen. 
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CHAPTER 521 
UNEXPECTED GIFT (1) 


While inwardly cursing his bad luck, Lith explained to her how he had devised the 
mystical flower so that it needed to be repeatedly imprinted to not wither. 

"Marvellous! A magical item that needs to be tended, making the person who 
receives it think about the gift giver every time they recharge it. That's the most 
romantic betrothal gift 1 have ever seen." 

Sylpha said staring at Kamila's wrist in admiration, making both her and Lith wish 
the ground would swallow them whole. 

"It's not a betrothal gift. 1 made it as a spur of the moment gift for our second date." 

'1 told you it was too much for a second date!' Solus interrupted his inner swearing 
monologue. 

'1 never expected to be discussing my love life with the Queen! Why doesn't everyone 
mind their own business?' He replied. 

"You are a very lucky woman to inspire such deep feelings after only one date." 
Sylpha kept stirring it, making the matter become worse by the second. 

"My thoughts exactly. Your Majesty. 1 couldn't believe it when Kallion Nuragor dared 
to call it a 'trinket'." Jirni was unaware that the ship she was attempting to sink 
already rested on the bottom of the ocean. 

"His heart must be as rotten as his eyes to say such a thing. Isn't that right, dear?" 

The King obviously agreed, and as soon as the guest learned about the Royals' 
opinion on the Camellia, it became unanimous that Lith was a sensitive soul and 
Kallion the scum of the earth. 

Sylpha and Jirni were happy to introduce Kamila to some of their most notable 
supporters. They boasted both her lovely appearance and the Camellia, making her 
wish a sudden meteor could put her out other misery. 
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"Don't worry, Jirni will take good care other." Orion said while dragging Lith to the 
Ball Room with the excuse that he needed his help to finish the final preparations 
before making the guests move there and commence the gala. 

"1 know we have never been exactly on the best terms." Orion sighed. 

"I'm too jealous of my daughters and I've often acted like a jerk to you. For that, I'm 
deeply sorry." Orion gave Lith a deep bow, making his eyes open wide in surprise. 

"The past is in the past. It's no big deal." Lith's paranoia got knocked into twelfth 
gear, expecting Orion's next move to be asking him to dump Kamila and get back 
with Phloria. 

"No, it is a big deal. You saved my wife's life in Othre more than once and now you 
have rejuvenated us both. 1 suck with words almost as much as you do, so I've 
prepared a gift for you, Spellbreaker Verhen." 

Lith inwardly smiled at those words. Like any manipulator, he liked to be 
underestimated. Also, receiving a gift from a Forgemaster as powerful and skilled as 
Orion was twice the treasure. 

He had learned more about forgemastering from Orion's weapons than from most 
books. Orion took out a ring from his pocket dimension and handed it to Lith. 

"What does it do?" Lith used Invigoration on it, discovering he had never seen a 
pseudo core like it had. The ring was shaped like a coiling dragon and it was made of 
electrum, an amber colored alloy of gold and silver. 

It had a small purple crystal embedded in a socket between the dragon's folded 
wings. Invigoration revealed that the ring's surface was covered by unknown runes 
of power making Lith's curiosity kick up a notch. 

"It's a cloaking device for your ring. Or should 1 say your secret artifact?" Orion 
pointed at Solus's ring. Lith didn't even attempt to deny his allegation. 

His mind was running all the possible scenarios from how Orion discovered their 
secret to his chances of killing the man if push came to shove. 

'If he knows, Jirni knows. There's no telling what contingency plans she has prepared 
or what kind of arrays are surrounding us.' He thought. 
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"We noticed it the first time when we were fighting Nalear, but we thought it was just 
something you kept in your dimensional amulet. At least until Jirni saw it shapeshift 
before you fought Thrud." 

Orion pretended not to notice Lith's shock and his cornered animal gaze, talking like 
everything was normal. 

'I'm sorry.' Solus thought. 'Back then my priority was our survival, yet 1 shapeshifted 
only when 1 thought everyone was too busy staring at Thrud to notice.' 

'You did nothing wrong. Solus. We wouldn't even be alive if not for your choice. 
Besides, it doesn't seem like they want to blackmail us. Months have passed since 
that day and Orion is giving us a gift instead.' Lith replied. 

"1 don't know where you found it, but since according to my daughters you have 
always had it with you, 1 must assume you have found some legacy hidden in the 
Trawn woods when you were still a nameless hunter." 

It was the only possible theory he had could think of which explained both Lith's 
mastery of magic and him possessing a mysterious artifact. Orion waited for a 
second, giving Lith the opportunity to answer, yet he was only met with silence. 

"Whatever the answer, you can't just go around with that thing on your finger. If 
someone finds out about its existence, best case scenario they'll steal it from you. 
Artifacts capable of changing their size to such a degree usually hold great powers. 

"It could tempt many to the point that they would be willing to face the wrath of the 
Royals to have it. Also, you're not a shut in, there are beings out there that don't care 
about the Association or the army, like the undead Courts." 

"Why are you doing this?" Lith moved his eyes from the ring to Orion non stop, like 
he expected one if not both of them to sucker punch him. 

"Kid, you really are a piece of work." Orion sighed. 

"1 told you, you saved my daughters and my wife more than once. That means the 
world for someone like me, even for Jirni. Maybe we'll never be in-laws, but you 
earned your place in this family and the Ernas protect their own." 

Lith imprinted the ring to make sure it was really without a master and not some 
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kind of slave item. 


"How does it work?" Lith asked. 

"It's standard black ops equipment for those who carry weapons which are not 
supposed to exist. It suppresses the magical aura of an item, making it undetectable 
to most creatures and artifacts capable of sensing magic. 

"Silver is great for forgemastering, gold is terrible, but if you mix them together the 
resulting alloy is capable of conducting magic like silver but prevents it from leaking 
outside thanks to the gold's disrupting nature." 

"Do all alloys have special effects?" Lith slipped the ring on right in front of Solus's. 

"You wish. Only some of them and only if used in the right proportions. This kind of 
knowledge is imparted only from master to apprentice, you'll not find any of this in 
any book unless is part of a mage's legacy." 

'By my maker!' Solus's mana sense confirmed Orion words and revealed more. 

'It's actually even better than he says. My aura has disappeared and you now you 
appear to have a yellow mana core, a static one at that.' 

'Do you mean that...?' 

'Yes. The hairpin Marchioness Distar wears is not meant to hide her mana core. 
That's logical if you consider fake mages can't see mana cores, or they wouldn't even 
perform the academy's entrance test. 

'She hides some kind of weapon on herself. The cloaking of her mana core is just a 
side effect.' 
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CHAPTER 522 
UNEXPECTED GIFT (2) 


'Okay, it can hide your magical aura. What about your life force?' Lith couldn't believe 
his own ears. So far everything was too good to be true. 

'That's what you have to tell me.' Solus sneered. 'We must see if it shields me from 
outside detection, my Invigoration is bound to work on myself.' 

Lith focused on his breathing technique and discovered that just like Solus had 
predicted, his mana core still appeared to be deep blue to him, while Solus's had 
disappeared. 

Her life force, however, was still there. Tiny, almost invisible, but still there. 

'Dammit! Almost only works with nukes and grenades, but at least it's a start.' Lith 
thought. 

'1 never thought the day would come where you would see the glass as half full.' 

Solus chuckled. 'Now I'm curious about what kind of weapon the Marchioness 
always carries with herself.' 

Yet that was a question for another day. 

"Thanks, Orion. Does it have any other properties 1 should know about?" Lith was 
truly grateful, but he kept looking around like a trapped animal. 

"Stop looking around like a trapped animal, dammit! I'm offering you my sincere 
gratitude and I'm also violating several laws by giving you such a magical treasure 
without official authorization. 

"If anyone finds out, they would take away your ring and 1 would be executed. The 
least you could do is trust me a little bit." Orion blurted out in exasperation. 

"Also, no. It doesn't have any other purpose. Gold is such a pain in the ass that even 
with the purple mana crystal and a whole network of runes, one spell is all it can 
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hold without crumbling." 


Lith looked at the coiled dragon at his finger. He was so moved by Orion's gesture 
that he almost set aside his paranoia. 

Almost. 

"Why are you doing so much for me? Binding your fate to mine is too much. You 
never liked me and our relationship is shallow at best." 

"You're right. Our relationship is shallow. Jirni, however, almost cares for you like a 
son and my little flower... 

"Well, that's not up to me to tell. 1 know she would lose a big piece of her heart if 
something happened to you, and another one if she discovers that 1 could have 
prevented it yet 1 didn't do anything." 

Orion's big heart baffled Lith more than his reincarnations did. 

He couldn't understand how someone like Jirni could love such a softie. Lith loved 
his mother, yet he wouldn't hesitate to kill Orpal or Trion if they ever posed a threat 
to his family, no matter how important they still were to her. 

How he could risk so much to protect his family's feelings rather than just their 
safety was beyond Lith. 

"1 gladly accept your gift and your gratitude." Lith replied. 

"There's not much 1 can offer you, but if there's anything 1 can do to return the favor, 
you just need to ask." 

"Good gods, you're the spitting image of my wife back when we first met. It's not a 
gift if you pay for it. Anyway, while we are at it, Jirni is about to ask you to become 
our family's Healer. It would be nice of you to say yes." 

"Are you kidding me? Quylla is almost as good as 1 am and Friya is an excellent 
Healer too. What do you guys need me for?" 

"Sadly, almost only works for fireballs and meteors." Orion replied. 
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"Manohar is unreliable, while you are the next best thing and you are always just a 
call away. As our Healer, no matter if you're in the army or the Association, your 
patients come first. 

"We get priority in case of emergency and you get a perfect excuse to visit whenever 
you want. It's a win-win. Think about it while 1 let my guests in." 

Lith inwardly cursed as he remembered he had yet to set up the Ballroom. The place 
was as big as a football field. 

Its floor was made of cream colored marble. Together with the light brown walls, it 
gave warmth to the room and gave the light coming from the enchanted crystal 
chandeliers illuminating the room the same tinges real fire would. 

A small bandstand with a low wooden fence to separate it from the dancers had been 
prepared for the musicians near the east wall. Refreshment tables were lined up 
along all the other walls. 

Food and beverages were kept warm and cold by their magical containers. 

On the four corners of the room, there was a flight of stairs which lead to a balcony 
on the first floor, where sofas and armchairs were arranged around small tables for 
those who needed a place to rest, eat, watch others dance or simply wanted to spend 
their time in conversation. 

"Ah this waiting and you have yet to start? 1 hope a major disappointment wasn't 
what you had in mind when you promised me a memorable evening." Jirni's 
expression while pouting was cute. Too cute, to the point that it gave Lith the creeps. 

'Is this the effect 1 have on people when 1 go from friendly to homicidal in a 
heartbeat?' Lith thought. 

"Perfection requires time. Also, 1 thought you would enjoy the show." Lith lied 
through his teeth, fooling everyone but Jirni. 

"How thoughtful of you! Phloria, Kallion, come here. Lith says we're in a for a real 
treat." Her fake enthusiasm held a tinge of cruelty while she called the couple and 
forced Lith to go beyond what he had originally planned. 

Phloria was still holding Kallion's arm, but her fingers were barely touching him. The 
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coldness her plastered smile emanated could have easily turned Mogar into a frozen 
wasteland. 


Jirni had just served him an opportunity to pay back Kallion for his words and 
guaranteed herself that Lith would not spare any effort. Two birds with one stone. 

Lith accepted her challenge, raising his open hands while he took a deep breath. His 
shadow spread from his feet in every direction, like a black sun that engulfed the 
entire Ballroom turning it into twilight. 

A few millimeters thick layer of water covered the floor, quickly followed by a fine 
mist. Mogar had no underwear, Lith didn't want people to look under the ladies' 
ballgown thanks to the reflection. 

"That's it?" Kallion sneered. "First magic can hardly be considered a treat. It's a 
cheap trick just like that corsage..." He was unaware his words were not only 
demeaning Lith's skills but also the Queen's opinion. 

Rushes made of light sprouted from the floor as six different kind of flowers, one for 
each element, bloomed above the water. A silvery sphere enveloped each one of the 
chandeliers, turning them into small moons while small wisps appeared on the 
blackened ceiling like starlight. 

"Oh gods! If 1 didn't know we were inside my own home. I'd really think we're under 
the moon." Jirni walked above the water, discovering it wasn't slippery at all. She 
tried to touch the rushes and the flowers, but they were all ethereal. 

"I'm not done yet." A wave of Lith's hand made some of the flowers turn into small 
fairies that moved around the room as shooting stars darted across the fake night 
sky. 

Together they formed a path of lights, leading the Ernas couple to the center of the 
stage where a giant reflection of the moon waited like a spotlight for them to open 
the dances. 

"Well said. Mage Nuragor. It's just a cheap trick." Sylpha's voice expressed all the joy 
she felt for being openly contradicted in front of such a large audience. 

"I'm sure you can do much better." 
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CHAPTER 523 
FAILURE (1) 


Despite being calm and composed, the Queen's voice echoed throughout the whole 
Ballroom thanks to both its perfect acoustics and a little air magic spell she added to 
make sure all eyes were on her victim. 

"Her Majesty is right, Kallion." Phloria smiled warmly while hugging his arm, 
pretending that as his girlfriend she believed in his skills and words. 

"You always tell me that back when you graduated from the academy, people called 
you 'the Lith of the Fire Griffon'. This is the perfect occasion to show both my family 
and the Royals what you are capable of." 

Cold sweat ran down Kallion's spine as cruel remarks filled the room. 

"What an idiot to blatantly slander the Camellia again after the Queen praised it." 
Said a Duchess well aware that the fan she was using to cover her mouth couldn't 
muffle her voice at all. 

"He's worse than an idiot." Said another noble dame that despite her human 
appearance Solus recognized as an undead from her blood core. 

"There's no glory being called 'the Lith of the Fire Griffon'. It means he is still 
considered inferior to the original, otherwise they would call Lith 'the Kallion of the 
White Griffon.'. In his shoes, 1 wouldn't flaunt such a title." 

Lith dissipated the illusion he had created with a snap of his finger, turning the fairy 
tale lake back into a luxurious but ordinary ballroom. 

"How many first magic spells did you weave together. Great Mage Verhen?" Queen 
Sylpha emphasized every syllable of Lith's title. 

"Fifteen, Your Majesty." His words caused a small uproar among the guests, but 
Sylpha only needed to raise her hand to make the room silent again. 
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"The Crown praises your skill and relentless practice. A mage's worth can be 
measured by the number of spells they can cast. Anything else is just empty air." 

She turned towards Kallion, her gaze lost any trace of benevolence. 

"Mage Nuragor, prove your worth." 

Kallion barely held in the hatred he felt when he noticed that Phloria was still 
smiling despite his evident distress. 

'1 hoped she had changed her mind about me, but that witch was only digging me a 
deeper grave!' He thought while taking a few deep breaths to calm down and focus 
his mind. 

He hadn't lied about his title back at the academy, Kallion simply had never 
understood the implications of being compared to someone rather than being the 
benchmark. 

Darkness spread from his body, making the room become pitch black. Only after 
several attempts did he manage to make the shadows fade enough to see further 
than his own nose. 

He then conjured a thin layer of water that drenched everyone's shoes and gowns, 
making many curse his incompetence. After that, a thick fog appeared, which made 
the air humid and sticky. 

"This seems more like a marsh than a lake." King Meron grunted as he used air magic 
to find some relief. 

The laughs following his remark made Kallion lose focus, so that when he tried to 
imitate starlight, his light and darkness spells canceled each other. 

"I'm not going to judge until 1 see the final result. 1 counted four spells, so you still 
have eleven to go." Sylpha never averted her gaze, making him feel the full weight of 
her disdain. 

Kallion did his best, but like most mages, he had always considered first magic 
irrelevant compared to tier five spells. His attempt to use a fifth spell while he still 
had to keep active and balance the other four made them all disappear at once. 
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A second and third attempt only resulted in more blatant failures and further 
humiliation. At every iteration, he was more tired and angry, until he couldn't take it 
anymore. 

"1 can't do it. Your Majesty. Four is my limit." Kallion fell to his knees incapable of 
looking the Royals or his peers in the eyes. 

"Four?" The Queen echoed the word like it was an insult. 

"Isn't first magic just a cheap trick? Isn't Great Mage Verhen just a maker of trinkets? 
How dare you belittle others when you're not even able to wield more than four 
spells at once?" 

"1 can wield far more than four!" Kallion raised his head and hands, conjuring eight 
different elemental effects on his fingers. 

"Eight would be great if those were not unlinked spells and all the size of a pinhole. 
Can you at least do this?" A Silverwing's Hexagram the size of a handkerchief 
appeared above Sylpha's palm. 

It was the impossible array that had earned Lith his admission with honors at the 
White Griffon academy when he was still twelve. Kallion and all of those presents 
understood the question underlying the Queen's words. 

"No." Kallion shook his head without even giving it a try. His spirit was already 
broken. Since another humiliation was unavoidable, he decided to make it last as 
little as possible. 

"So much for the 'Lith of the Fire Griffon'." Sylpha turned her back to him. 

"We've already lost too much time. Great Mage Verhen, it's your turn again." 

Lith had devised many ways to humiliate Kallion further, but since everyone was 
already kicking him while he was down, any more could have turned the spite into 
pity, so Lith only did as instructed. 

While Orion and Jirni opened the ball by dancing the first waltz alone. Solus warned 
Lith about her discoveries. 

'I've detected four undead and one Awakened among the guests.' 
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'Is Kaelan among them?' The vampire from Othre was the first one who came to 
Lith's mind. He discarded the idea immediately, since attacking him in front of so 
many powerful mages was worse than suicidal. 

Both the King and the Queen had purple mana cores and many members of the 
house staff were actually elite warriors in disguise. 

'No.' Solus replied. 'I don't think they are here together, nor that they have an agenda. 
All they've done so far is mingle and gossip. I think they are just here to enjoy the 
gala.' 

'Any idea what kind of undead we're talking about?' Lith asked while the Royals 
joined the dance, quickly followed by the others. 

'None. All I can say is that the undead duchess from earlier is the strongest among 
the four. The other three are nothing compared to her.' 

'What about the Awakened?' Lith and Kamila joined the dance too, forcing him to 
add his own feet to the already long list of things he had to focus on. 

'A woman in her mid twenties, but she could actually be much older. Blue mana core, 
so her magic should be a bit stronger than yours, but her physical prowess is inferior 
to yours. 

'I wonder why all the Awakened we meet have this trait in common.' Solus pondered. 

'Probably because I Awakened at birth. Even if they were born with better mana 
cores than mine, my body has been refined while it developed whereas theirs need 
to slowly adapt.' 

"Are you sure you can afford to dance?" Kamila's worried voice interrupted their 
mind link. 

"Keeping so many spells active at once must be excruciating. I've never seen you with 
such a stern expression." She wasn't far from the truth. Lith could either speak with 
Solus or with her, he didn't have the strength to do both. 
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CHAPTER 524 
FAILURE (2) 


"I don't care what we do. As long as we are together it's a date to me." Kamila moved 
her right hand from Lith's shoulder to his cheek, caressing it gently. That simple 
gesture filled him with joy. 

"Thanks, but there's no need for that. 1 was just thinking about how lucky 1 am to 
have you in my life." His smile and words made Kamila's heart pound. Lith wasn't 
one for sweet talk, he would only say such things when he meant them. 

Lith took a deep breath, using Invigoration to replenish part of his mana and release 
Death Vision from its fetters. In his eyes, the entire Ballroom turned into a grotesque 
nightmare where rotten corpses danced amid blood spatters. 

He tried not to look around, focusing only on Kamila's smile. As long as she was 
between his arms, she was safe from Death Vision's effects. A beacon of life in a sea 
of dead bodies. 

'If 1 don't suppress Death Vision, I've more than enough mental strength to do 
everything at once. Kamila deserves to enjoy her first gala without having to 
constantly worry about me.' He thought. 

'She's so sweet and unaware of all the bad things which happened to me in the past. 
When I'm with her, 1 can forget about everything but the present. Kamila is my 
second chance, my opportunity to start from scratch.' 

The only silver lining of Death Vision was that it allowed Lith to immediately spot the 
undead among the crowd. They were the only ones that would not age nor die of 
poison or illness. 

They weren't paying any attention to him, so he was careful not to stare while using 
their deaths to discern their nature. 

One of them would oddly always die in the same way. Her disguise reverted into a 
desiccated corpse before it turned to dust. Yet there was no sign of spells or injury. 
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her body would simply collapse as if the magic animating it was gone. 


As if a switch had been flipped. 

Another would only die when his head was destroyed or his heart pierced. After that, 
his body would turn into ashes. The other two seemed to be much easier to kill. No 
matter if by weapon or spell, when their bodies sustained enough damage they 
would respectively turn into a pool of water and be set ablaze. 

Lith was wondering why the bestiary stored inside Soluspedia didn't include the 
details about what happened after destroying an undead when the music ended. 

'That information would allow me to use Death Vision to identify them. Without it 1 
can only get a faint idea about their weak points.' He inwardly griped. 

"Between facing that Kallion jerk, meeting the Royals, and being introduced to all 
those nobles like I'm some sort of a princess. I've really had too much excitement for 
one evening. 1 need a little rest." 

Kamila's cheeks were flushed red from the dancing but she wasn't tired. She was just 
worried about Lith and was giving him an excuse to relax a bit. Lith understood her 
intentions immediately and accompanied her to the first floor, where they were 
offered food and drinks by the waiters. 

"How do you feel?" She prompted after asking the staff to move a chair near the 
balcony for him, so that he wouldn't lose visual contact with his spells and with it the 
surgical control he had been exerting on them. 

"Much better, thanks." Her care moved Lith so deeply that he would have kissed her 
if the rules of etiquette didn't strictly forbid public displays of affection. 

"You were right. 1 let my anger get the better of me. Maintaining fifteen spells that 
interact with each other and the guests is a bit too much, even for me." He sighed as 
he moved the spotlight on the Royal couple for the next dance. 

"Why did you do it? That jerk isn't worth this much effort." Kamila switched his glass 
of wine with grape juice. Lith needed focus and energy, not to get drunk. 

"But you are." He replied while taking a sip. "After what he did to you. Mage Nuragor 
needed a royal beating." 
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Lith had a hard time keeping the edge off his voice and his murderous impulses 
under control. His instinct had marked Kallion as an enemy, and he wasn't used to 
giving them a second chance. 

Killing him was out of the question. Too many witnesses and too many arrays. More 
importantly, he didn't want to scare Kamila or his family. Some aspects of his life had 
to remain hidden. 

In the opposite corner of the room, the Ernas siblings were resting their feet. 
Between handling the preparations and welcoming their guests, it was their first 
opportunity in hours to sit. 

Phloria was in no mood to dance. After a single dance as a formality, Kallion had left 
the gala with the excuse of feeling ill. She had lost her date and her source of 
entertainment. Misery loves company and Phloria was no exception. 

Seeing his anguish at every snarky remark he was the target of whenever they met 
another couple on the dance floor was the only relief for her wounded pride. They 
had yet to get to the point where she started to plan their future together, but she 
had fallen for Kallion's ruse enough that she had hoped there could be one. 

Friya had no date and was happier that way. Quylla was brooding because her 
boyfriend, Anathor, had not attended the gala, making her suspicion that he was just 
playing with her feelings even stronger. 

They also felt guilty for not defending Kamila when Kallion had tried to embarrass 
her. Orion's words had stung and even though Lith didn't add anything, his 
disappointed look spoke volumes. 

"Usually, 1 wouldn't approve of that guy." Gunyin, the eldest brother, pointed at Lith 
with his glass, tired of his sister stealing glances at the couple and sighing. 

"He's shorter than me and seems weaker than dad, but compared to that other guy at 
least he has talent. 1 think you made a mistake letting so much time pass." 

"Is this your opinion, or are you borrowing mom's as usual?" Phloria rebuked. 

"For once. I'm with the beanpole." Tulion, the profligate brother, was shorter than 
Phloria. He was 1.73 meters tall with blonde hair and blue eyes. He had taken his 
looks from his mother's side, yet where his attitude came from was still a mystery. 
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"Of all the boyfriends you've had, I've never seen you as happy as when you and the 
little monster were together. You know 1 like people staying out of my personal life 
just like 1 stay out of theirs, but 1 have to ask. 

"What went so wrong that you decided on such a clean break? 1 mean, even Gunyin 
can tell you still have feelings for him." Gunyin nodded, not taking his brother's 
words as an insult so much as truth. 

He had been raised as the future Lord, betrothed before he was ten years old and 
married right after he came of age. His skills lay in numbers, business, and politics. 
Everything else was just a means to an end: the glory of House Ernas. 
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CHAPTER 525 
LEAVING (1) 


"During my fourth year at the White Griffon, I only approached him because I needed 
a friend. I was tired of everyone around me, even my family, trying to turn me into 
the person they believed 1 was meant to be." Phloria cast a Hush spell, to make sure 
no one would eavesdrop. 

"Over time, 1 came to like Lith more and more not because he was powerful or 
talented, but because he was the only one that saw me for who 1 was and accepted 
me anyway. He never cared if 1 always had a sword with me or if 1 wore pants instead 
of a dress. 

"It was liberating after being weighed, measured, and found wanting all my life, no 
matter how much effort 1 put in." 

Aside from Quylla, they could all relate to her words. Belonging to a noble family 
meant a life of duty, and competing with everyone from birth, no matter if they were 
peers or family members. 

That was the reason why during the academy both Friya and Phloria were 
considering running away from their respective families. Why Gunyin's whole 
existence was devoted to ensuring their bloodline would thrive and continue. 

Tulion had chosen to become the Ernas's black sheep to escape from such a destiny. 

"Our relationship wasn't all sunshine and rainbows. There were too many silences, 
too many secrets between us. 1 waited for him to open up and tell me, but he never 
did. Breaking up with him was painful, but it was the right thing to do. We both 
needed space to grow and we did." 

"Do you think Lith has opened up to Kamila?" Quylla asked. 

"No." Phloria shook her head. 

"How can you be so sure?" 
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"Because I asked him. After all the things mom told us about them, 1 hoped that Lith 
had finally found someone capable of cracking his shell, or at least someone he is 
able to show his weaknesses to. 

"1 can only pray that Kamila is stronger than 1 was, otherwise she's destined to follow 
the same path as 1 did." Phloria sighed. 

"Let me get this straight." Tulion looked her in the eyes. 

"After scoping out the competition, you went straight to him to see how solid their 
relationship is. 1 don't know what you two talked about, but it's pretty clear that Lith 
must have shared something with you that he didn't with Kamila. 

"So now you're waiting for them to break up to catch him on the rebound and make 
him open up when he's at his weakest. Your plan is vicious, cruel, and cunning. Mom 
will be proud of you." 

"Agreed." Gunyin nodded, making Phloria facepalm. 

'1 simply meant that, even though Lith has changed for the better during the past 
four years, it's still not enough. At least for me. Without trust and friendship, love is 
too fragile a feeling to last. 

The more you love someone, the more painful it is when you realize they have always 
kept you at the fringes of their heart.' She thought. 




After several dances, the King had the musicians stop. Everyone on the first floor 
came down to the Ballroom, leaving a circular space around the Royals. 

"My dear subjects. I'm glad to see that even the most reclusive among us have 
accepted my invitation and took part in the gala. 1 hope you've been enjoying the 
evening." 

Lith didn't miss how the King had looked directly at the undead during the first part 
of his speech. 

"Tonight, we haven't assembled only to enjoy each other's company, but also to 
honor and pay our respects to those who have loyally served the Kingdom, even at 
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great personal cost. 


Lady Jirni Ernas, step forward." 

Jirni did as instructed, kneeling in front of the Royals with her head down. 

"House Ernas has always been one of the pillars of our Kingdom, but your 
meritorious acts as a Royal Constable have exceeded what any of your forefathers 
have ever done. For that, you are promoted to the rank of Archon." 

The crowd was left astounded. Archons were the supreme magistrates in charge of 
supervising the work of Royal Constables. It was a role usually reserved for members 
of the Royal family because the authority it granted was second only to the Crown 
itself. 

"Stand up, Archon Ernas, and take the insignia of your new role." Jirni obeyed, her 
face was a mask of joy and respect. Yet Lith could see she wasn't happy. Being an 
Archon meant more work, more danger, more enemies. 

'1 was expecting to be promoted to Head Constable, not this.' Jirni thought. 'There 
must be internal strife within the Royal family, and the King needs someone he can 
trust.' 

"Great Mage Verhen, step forward." The King said as soon as Jirni left the center 
stage. 

"House Verhen is young and you are its very foundation. For freeing the Kingdom of 
the eternal threat of the Black Star, for protecting the city of Othre, and for your 
contributions in vanquishing the monster outbreaks, 1 bestow upon you the title of 
Spellbreaker. 

"You are hereby recognized as one of the Kingdom's most trusted elite in dealing 
with rogue mages and as such your help will be required in times of need. The title 
grants you the title of Baron and the annuities it deserves even though it comes with 
no fief." 

'Money for my research and no new responsibilities.' Lith inwardly sighed in relief. 
After what had just happened to Jirni, he was afraid that his reward was going to be 
bittersweet too. 
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After the gala, Kamila exchanged communication runes with Quylla and Friya. They 
were truly sorry for what had happened with Kallion and were willing to make it up 
to her. 

'They seem to be sincere, but even if they are not, they are still part of Lady Ernas's 
family and most importantly a part of Lith's life. He's very fond of them, so they 
deserve a chance. Besides, it would be nice to hear something about their days at the 
academy. 

'Lith has never talked about his past except after 1 explained to him why I'm 
estranged from my family. 1 guess he's the kind of man who opens up only if 1 do it 
first. Or maybe 1 should just ask him instead on walking on eggshells. 

'Gods, now that he's a Baron, my colleagues will never let me hear the end of it!' 
Kamila thought. 

Jirni and Lith congratulated each other, and so did their respective families. 

To Kamila Jirni said: "Be ready to assume your role as field assistant Constable. Now 
that I'm an Archon and Lith is a Spellbreaker, I'm sure that your application will 
coincidentally take priority." 

Her voice oozed sarcasm. 

"1 hope 1 don't have to wait four more years to see you again." Phloria said with a sad 
smile. 

"I'm only half responsible for that. You have my contact rune and 1 doubt it would be 
hard for a Captain to locate a Lieutenant." Lith stressed his point by giving her a 
salute. 

"Even if you choose to avoid Spellbreaker Smartass here, feel free to visit us anytime. 
We missed you a lot and so did the kids." Rena hugged Phloria, making her feel guilty 
for her prolonged absence. 

"I'll visit you when 1 get my next leave. Unless it's a sick leave, 1 should have enough 
time." 
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"Don't worry, dear." Jirni chuckled. "I've asked Lith to become our family Healer and 
he accepted. The next time you get injured in action, I'll make sure you receive 
proper care. 
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CHAPTER 526 
LEAVING (2) 


Lith resumed his duty as a Ranger and since he had used most of his free days 
preparing for the gala and recovering from the clash with Tezka, his schedule was 
very busy. 

Qinyu, Friya, and Quylla would have to wait for their turn before he could help them. 
Weeks passed and soon the entirety of the north was covered in snow. 

Most of the time he was called to quell the riots caused by the lack of food in poor 
neighborhoods, or to discipline merchants who ignored the tiered food prices 
imposed by the Crown thanks to the support of local mercenary guilds. 

The insides of Solus's tower had been completely redecorated with the coat of arms 
Lith had chosen for his Household. It depicted a black and red dragon coiled around 
a tower. A magic staff and a sword were crossed below the tower. 

Now it was embroidered on every carpet, curtain, and tapestry in every room. 

"You really have great taste in coat of arms." Solus was proud of her complete form 
standing proud in the middle. 

"Why the dragon? Is it because of what Phloria said?" She asked feigning simple 
curiosity. 

"No. It's because dragons are symbols of power while demons are a symbol of 
misfortune. 1 already have the reputation of being bad luck, there's no reason to give 
more fuel to those rumors. Can you please remove some of the banners? 1 find them 
tacky." 

"How can you say that? 1 even mimicked the positioning they have inside house 
Ernas and you've always said their house is classy!" Solus was outraged at being 
called tacky. 

"It's classy because with so much space and high end furniture you can ignore those 
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tacky coats of arms. Maybe it's because you are a shorty that you don't realize that 
the tower feels cramped with so much crap." He chuckled. 


Ever since he had seen her light body after they merged for the second time, Solus 
had become sensitive about height issues. It had gotten even worse after Lith had 
grown so tall. 

"I'm not short, you insensitive jerk! I'm petite, there's a big difference..." 

Lith's army amulet interrupted their quarrel. 

"Ranger Verhen, what's your status?" Kamila's voice was worried. 

"I'm still a bachelor, but who knows what the future holds?" 

"1 meant your position! There is a huge snowstorm approaching the spot of your last 
report." 

"Don't worry. I've created an underground cave as shelter." He said as Solus warped 
them from Lutia back to the north and modified the appearance of the tower 
entrance to resemble an actual cave. 

Lith gave Solus thumbs up for her excellent work and activated the hologram 
function. 

"How are you? Do you have enough food? The storm may last a few days." Kamila 
was relieved that the cave was deep enough she couldn't even hear the wind. 

"1 have plenty of food. Anything else?" 

"Yes. As soon as the snowstorm ends, you're expected in Jambel. They have a 
problem with a dungeon." 

"A dungeon? This time of the year?" Lith didn't bother to hide his disbelief. Unlike in 
Earth's videogames, dungeons didn't magically appear out of nowhere. 

Monsters were chaotic and bloodthirsty creatures, unwilling to cooperate even with 
members of their own tribe, let alone with other species. Sometimes, however, a 
monster with great power and intellect was born. 
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That kind of creature was capable of enslaving all the other tribes in the 
surroundings and create an underground fortress thanks to earth magic. Such places 
were called dungeons or labyrinths and they were chock full of monsters and traps. 

Any sane person would stay far away from them and call the army the moment 
people started to disappear. 

"Yes and yes. It's odd because there has been no sign of monster activity for months 
there, yet the town has been already attacked twice during the last week by a group 
composed of different creatures." 

"How did they survive the encounter?" 

"Winter is a great shield. Deep snow slowed their movements and the strong chilly 
winds sapped their strength. Monsters don't wear warm clothes, so whenever they 
attempted to climb Jambel's high walls, the guards only needed to throw buckets of 
water on them to kill or incapacitate them. 

"The problem is that the second group was stronger and better equipped, otherwise 
they wouldn't have called for our help. The people of Jambel are proud of their 
strength." 

"Is that a polite way of saying that they're a bunch of pricks who despise outsiders?" 
Lith asked. 

"According to army regulations, my answer is no." Kamila said while nodding. 

"Great. 1 can't wait to experience the local hospitality." Lith smiled while banging the 
back of his head against the wall. He was tired of being treated like crap just because 
his skin wasn't pale white or his hair being black. 

"Your next report is due tomorrow morning. Over and out." His handler closed the 
communication too hastily, making Lith inwardly gripe in advance. 

"What did 1 do wrong this time?" He waited a few minutes before calling her with his 
civilian amulet. Their daily routine involved at least two calls a day, one during 
breakfast, while they were both off duty, and one at the end of her shift. 

"Only one way to find out." Solus sighed. 
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"Hi, Kami. Are you excited about tomorrow? It's your first day as field assistant, after 
all." Lith opted for a soft approach. No flattery nor small talk, asking her about 
something she cared to show her that it mattered to him too. 

"You remembered! Yes, I'm very nervous but also very happy. It's a dream come 
true." Her frown turned upside down, bestowing upon Lith one other warm smiles 
he loved so much. Sadly, it didn't last long. 

"But let's talk about that later. Why didn't you tell me that Quylla had a huge crush on 
you back at the academy?" She pouted with her arms and legs crossed. That day she 
was wearing a black pencil skirt, so that pose exposed and emphasized her slender 
legs. 

Unfortunately, Lith didn't have the opportunity to enjoy the scenery. 

"Why would I tell you something like that? It was just puppy love from a small girl. It 
was as irrelevant back then as it is now." Lith pinched his nose in frustration. 

"First, because I'm your girlfriend and I would like to know when I meet one of your 
exes to avoid embarrassing situations. Second, it's not irrelevant at all since she's one 
of your best friends!" 

After exchanging their communication runes, Quylla and Kamila spoke often. They 
could both use a good friend. 

Also, Kamila wanted to learn about Lith's past while Quylla was curious about life in 
the north and wanted to make sure Lith was alright. Jirni's birthday had been their 
first meeting since he had joined the army. Quylla missed him dearly. 

The issue had come to light while talking about their respective past relationships. It 
had made Kamila fear she had overshared with Quylla, embarrassing her in their 
previous conversations. 

"She's not an ex. Quylla has never been anything more than a friend, period. Do you 
want to know about my days with Friya and Yurial too while we are at it?" 

His retort sounded too much like "Do you feel also threatened by men?" to Kamila's 
ears, but she didn't budge and rose to the occasion. 
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CHAPTER 527 

VIRTUE OF THE STRONG (1) 


"Actually, yes. 1 would love to. If these things are so irrelevant, why are you so 
secretive about them? We've been together for quite some time now. You can't keep 
me out of your life like that." 

Lith recognized this moment and hated it with all of his heart. It was the moment 
when things in a relationship went from simple fun to serious. Back on Earth, it was 
his cue to dump or wait to get dumped. 

Lith called it "the nagging point" and it put him at a crossroad. He could turtle up, 
making their relationship turn sour, or open up with the risk that one question 
would lead to another until Kamila asked about something he couldn't share. 

Lith knew that she cared and she was trying to make things between them work, yet 
he was scared of the consequences the nagging point cold have. 

He would have found it easier to fight and kill several Abominations rather than 
facing that choice. Until this point, their busy schedule and being apart for extended 
periods of time had made Kamila be patient, avoiding sensitive issues. 

For a moment, Kamila's image was replaced by Phloria's. She had asked him to open 
up too, until she had given up. Back then he had been happy about it, mistaking it for 
acceptance. Now he knew better. 

"Can this please wait for my return? There are things I'm not comfortable talking 
about from a distance." 

"It's fine if you don't feel ready to share your past, 1 just want you to be honest with 
me." Kamila's voice lost its edge, turning sweet again. 

"We'll talk once I'm back. 1 promise." 
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The following day, Lith had Solus Warp as near as possible to Jambel, reaching it a 
few minutes after sunrise. Jambel was a medium sized fortress city, entirely built of 
stone. 

It was too far from the commercial routes to depend on merchants, so it was 
designed to be self sufficient all year round. The city was built near two big lakes, 
which provided fish and fresh water, while cultivated fields surrounded the city walls 
until the woods begin. 

They were the main source for game and wood, so the inhabitants of Jambel treated 
it with great respect. They planted two trees for each one they cut down and used 
turnover to give them time to grow. 

Unlike Maekosh, there were no slums. Even the poorest houses were solid, the only 
wood buildings were tool sheds. Jambel's walls were five meters [16'} high and wide 
enough that two armed people could easily walk side by side. 

They were made of grey stone and smoothed so that during the day they would 
partially reflect the sunlight and blind the aggressors. Lith landed a few hundred 
meters from the city gates, so as to not scare the guards. 

He was very surprised when he reached the gates without anyone ordering him to 
halt or identify himself. Even more when the city lord came out to greet him while 
the soldiers stood at attention. 

"Ranger Verhen, thanks for coming so quickly. We were starting to fear that we 
would have to face the third wave of monsters alone." Baron Eiros Wyalon was a man 
in his late thirties, about 1.78 meters [5'10"} tall. 

He had red hair and a finely trimmed beard, with blue eyes as clear as the twin lakes 
in front of the city. He was wearing a light armor that emphasized his lean but 
muscular build. 

Even the city guards had clean and proper uniforms. Each one of them was physically 
fit and their equipment well cared for. The Baron looked more like a soldier than a 
noble, just like his men seemed to be veterans. 

"A third wave? What makes you think they will be back?" Lith shook the Baron's 
hand. His grip was vigorous but friendly. The noble wasn't trying to test Lith. 
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"After the second one, I sent some scouts to follow the survivors back to the 
dungeon. There's a lot of them and they're damn hungry. When they noticed their 
companions coming back empty handed, they killed and cooked them on the spot." 

"That's one heck of a hunger." Lith was more surprised at the scouts' willingness to 
risk their neck. So far, every city he had been to, was full of people who just whined 
and waited for his intervention. 

"My point exactly." Wyalon nodded while offering Lith a mount. There was one horse 
for each soldier, no stagecoach waited for the city lord. Thankfully, Lith had learned 
how to ride during the boot camp. 

"Monsters cannot fish and most animals ran away when the creatures first appeared. 
We are the only thing they can feed upon for miles." 

With so little practice he was a lousy rider, but between his physique and the well 
trained horse, he had no problem reaching the Baron's Mansion. It was a two storey 
manor, something Lith would have expected from a merchant, not a city lord. 

Each floor was barely as big as the Ernas' Ballroom. Only brickwork and a small 
garden separated the Mansion from the surrounding houses, and there was none 
more luxurious. 

"Only a fool would waste money to build himself a castle if the whole city around him 
easily burns." Baron Wyalon answered Lith's silent question. 

"1 prefer spending the gold from the taxes to make the whole of Jambel safe. People 
with a roof over their head and an honest day job don't turn to crime. Besides, my 
missus and 1 don't need much. Hungry?" 

"Yes. Can 1 be completely honest with you?" Lith walked through the front door while 
a butler welcomed them home. The hallway was about 20 square meters [215 
square feet}, with walls and floor covered by white painted wood. 

There was a cabinet for the clothes and a small fireplace above which was a series of 
hangers to dry coats drenched by snow. A soft carpet led to the other rooms, 
covering most of the floor and keeping the house warm. 

"Absolutely. You're about to risk your life for my people and my city is under siege. I'd 
much prefer for us to drop the formalities rather than waste our time with pretty 
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words." 


The butler took the Baron's mantle while the noble sat on one of the chairs near the 
door to take off his dirty boots and replaced them with clean ones. Lith shapeshifted 
his clothes to show the man he didn't need his help, making him flinch in surprise. 

The furniture in every room was made of high-quality materials, but its design 
wasn't ostentatious. 

"This isn't the kind of hospitality 1 was expecting. 1 heard things about Jambel. 
Unpleasant things." Lith took a mental note of everything. 

The Baron's house wasn't great, but it definitely was a home. It was warm and cozy. 
Each one of its rooms was lived-in, not just designed for impressing guests. It was 
like he wanted his own house to be. 

"They are all true." The Baron said with a smug grin. 

"We have little patience for outsiders who come into our homes and expect to be 
served like lords. We bow to no one just because of their wealth, status, or rank. So, 
rest assured, here you have only friends." 
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CHAPTER 528 

VIRTUE OF THE STRONG (2) 


"Meaning?" Lith was starting to understand the Baron's way of life. 

"You're my equal, but not because you too are a Baron, but because you earned your 
title. I've heard a lot about you and so have my people. You slew a wyvern as a boy 
and a dragon as a man. We respect strength here." 

"It was just a man in dragon form." Lith pointed out. 

"Strong and humble! Tell me, lad, when do you plan to start your hunt?" 

"When you point me the way." Lith shrugged. 

"See? That's what I'm talking about. Come, there's a lot to eat and even more to 
discuss before you leave. Failure's not an option." 

Lith followed the Baron to the dining hall, where the Baroness and their children 
were having breakfast. The Lady stood up to give their guest a proper greeting, 
quickly followed by her children. 

"Baron Verhen, this is my wife, Mirias and my children, Kotu and Iriel." The Baroness 
was a woman in her mid thirties, with blonde hair and green eyes. 

She was a good head shorter than her husband and Lith would have considered her 
pretty, if not for the milky white skin typical of the north, that gave her a sickly look 
in his eyes. 

The siblings had to be twins, both with the red hair of their father and the green eyes 
of their mother. They too were so pale that Lith's Healer instinct brought him 
seconds away from casting a diagnostic spell on the whole family. 

He gave them a bow, before sitting at their table, next to Baron Wyalon. Only then did 
Lith notice that the table was actually an enchanted item. While the maids served 
them fresh white bread and porridge, a holographic map of the area appeared in mid 
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air. 

Lady Wyalon's eyes narrowed in annoyance for a split second, but she said nothing. 

"The dungeon is here." The Baron pointed at the base of a small mountain range a 
few dozen kilometers from Jambel with his fork, making the hologram zoom in. 

"My scouts spotted three entrances before the monsters discovered them and 
attempted to have them for dessert. Here, here, and here." Wyalon drew three circles 
with his knife and the hologram opened as many small holes in the ground. 

"There could be more. Also, 1 wouldn't be surprised if after finding my men lurking 
around, they put out some guards. If you need a distraction, my soldiers can 
accompany you and draw the attention of the monsters until you get inside." 

"No need." Lith replied after gulping down some porridge. Both it and the bread 
could have used a pinch more of salt for his tastes. 

"1 prefer working alone. What I'm more interested in is what kind of creatures 
attacked the city and a rough estimate of their numbers, if you have one." 

"Tm sure that when 1 tell them, my men will buy you all the beer you can drink. They 
hate dying." The Baron laughed heartily. 

"Dear, put down your cutlery when you speak. You're spilling food everywhere." The 
Baroness' tone was warm and her smile gentle, yet her eyes were icicles. Iriel too 
glared at her father, until she noticed Lith watching them. 

She lowered her gaze and blushed violently, giving her face some color as Lith's lost 
his own. 

'Oh, fuck! Another: "please be my ticket out of nowhere" girl. 1 need to get out of 
here.' He thought. 

"I'm sorry, dear, but Tm sure our guest doesn't mind." Wyalon was an ex soldier, who 
had risen in the army ranks until he had exchanged his merits for a noble title. Even 
years after he had retired, he was still used to eating and speaking as fast as he could. 

"Well, maybe some of us do." The Lady's silvery voice struck like a fist, making the 
Lord regain his manners and put the silverware down. 
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"The first wave was comprised mostly of small fry. Forty goblins, thirty two ogres, 
and a dozen empowered ores. 1 suspect the ruler of the dungeon might be a powerful 
shaman." 

Lith nodded him to continue. 

"The second wave was way worse. Fifty ogres, twenty three empowered ores, and a 
few trolls. As for their numbers, 1 have no clue. The fact they have dispatched almost 
a hundred of them each time makes me think we are talking about at least one 
thousand creatures. 

"Are you really sure you want to go in there alone?" 

"Positive." Lith replied. "Numbers mean nothing in enclosed spaces and 1 can wipe 
out any number of non magical creatures on my own. 1 can always fly or Warp away 
if necessary." 

"Can you really use dimensional magic?" Iriel's eyes shone like emeralds, making 
Lith bite his tongue. 

"That's the reason 1 arrived so fast." Since the horse had already bolted, instead of 
shutting the barn's door, Lith decided to follow suit. 

"Thanks for the meal and the information. Your men's bravery has saved me a lot of 
time. I'll take care of the dungeon immediately." 

"Wait. There's one more thing you should know before you go. One of my scouts says 
he saw a Balor flying around the mountain." 

"A Balor?" At those words, Lith flinched in disbelief. Such creatures were considered 
the nobles among the monsters. One of the few Fallen Races to have retained part of 
their ancient wisdom and power. 

"I'm sorry, Baron, but if that was true Jambel should've already fallen. A one 
thousand strong army of monsters with a Balor at its head could easily conquer this 
city. Also, didn't you say you suspected an ore shaman to be their leader?" 

"1 agree it's odd, but only one of the scouts saw it. Maybe he's wrong, or maybe the 
attack on Jambel is just a diversion." The Baron nodded. 
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"I suspect an ore shaman because there is no other explanation to empowered ores 
and because they would never submit to an Evil Eye. Balors and ores are sworn 
enemies, they would never cooperate." 

The truth was that with their demonic appearance, Balors resembled the fabled 
creatures that according to ores' lore had caused the fall of their race. Balors had no 
grudge against the ores that they didn't share with the whole of Mogar. 

"Do you have any idea how so many creatures managed to spawn so close to your 
city without anyone noticing?" Lith could already smell a lot of troubles. In his 
experience, the more things didn't add up, the bigger the underlying mess was. 

A mess he would have to survive first and clean later. 

"None, it's indeed a mystery." The Baron sighed, well aware of how silly his words 
sounded. 

Before leaving, Lith used the holographic table to carefully study the region and plan 
his next moves. 

'I'm afraid this will not be a simple clean up. An ore shaman can cripple our strength 
and a Balor might even be my equal.' Lith regretted not understanding orcish 
language. Otherwise he could have learned many things from the shaman. 

Back in Othre, Jirni had given him plenty of tips on how to loosen the tongue of a 
captured enemy, both literally and metaphorically. 

'Do you think an Abomination is behind the dungeon?' Solus was triggered at the 
thought of experiencing the event of Maekosh again. 

'No, unless it's the dungeon master.' He replied. 'The anomaly here is the creatures' 
behavior, not their abilities. Only time will tell us how deep the rabbit-hole goes.' 
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CHAPTER 529 
UNEXPECTED TURN (1) 


Lith left before the Wyalon family was done with their breakfast, leaving Iriel no time 
for small talk. He took off, taking the quickest route to the Broken Spine, the 
discontinuous mountain range where the dungeon was located. 

Lith flew at an optimal altitude, which allowed him to safely scout the area around 
him with Life Vision and identify underground monsters' nests. He had to make sure 
the creatures weren't preparing a big attack, otherwise he might have been forced to 
retreat during the raid to protect the city. 

For a Ranger the number of slain creatures was but a secondary achievement, the 
real source of merits was the survival rate of those they are tasked to protect. 
Monsters needed only days to become fully grown, while a single artisan needed 
decades to be trained. 

'Another good thing about Kamila, is that ever since we got together you've stopped 
pushing me toward every girl we meet.' Lith inwardly grinned. 

'Well, that doesn't mean 1 don't feel bad for Iriel. For once you could help someone 
without getting laid as your hidden agenda.' Solus rebukes. 

'Yeah, right. Going from princess of nowhere to a big city would be a death sentence 
to her unless someone takes care of her. 1 can already picture how any sane woman 
would react if 1 brought home an 18 year old girl.' 

Solus couldn't retort anymore. Even if Solus could read Lith's thoughts, in Kamila's 
shoes she would still kick his ass. 

The area was clear of any life form, monster or otherwise. Like the Baron had 
reported to Lith, animals and magical beasts had left the area. Those who had failed 
to notice their presence because of hibernation, were all dead. 

Once Lith reached the Broken Spine, he didn't head directly towards the known 
entrances, but scouted the area to determine how smart and powerful his opponents 
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were. 


'I don't like this.' Solus thought. 'My mana sense detects a series of powerful arrays 
both above and below the ground. Not only have 1 never seen most of them, but they 
also form an elaborate framework. 

'Monsters aren't supposed to be able to craft something so complicated, let alone in 
such a limited time frame.' 

Lith nodded as he read the floating runes, trying to make a sense out of them. 

After moving all the Warden books in their possession inside Soluspedia, they were 
able to identify at least the function of the unknown arrays. 

'Their design is very old.' Lith pondered. 'None of them are designed to be offensive 
or defensive. 1 can see cloaking, containment, and even amplifying arrays. 

'The kind which are used for a secret lab, not a fortress. 1 can't short circuit them and 
get rid of the monsters in one fell swoop, they are all the permanent kind. To do that 
I'd need to tamper with the mana crystals fueling them, but they are likely to be 
scattered all over the Broken Spine. 

'Judging by the size of these arrays, the dungeon extends throughout the whole area. 

1 don't think that even a Balor could perform such monumental work.' 

'Do you want to call for backup?' Solus asked. 

'And lose my loot?' Lith sneered. 'If this really is the secret lab of an ancient mage, 
finders keepers. At least as long as I'm the only one who knows it.' 

Thanks to his exploration, he found several entry points to the dungeon, most of 
which were unguarded. Lith noticed that while the edges of the caves were rough 
and so was the surface of the corridors leading inside, the tunnels were smooth and 
flawless. 

'To dig through so many meters of rock with their bare hands must have taken them 
months!' Solus was horrified noticing the claw marks and bloodstains along the 
exits. 

'The most likely hypothesis is that they must have been imprisoned here for a long 
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time and they only recently managed to escape. 


'Then why are they still holed up in here?' Lith thought. 'More importantly, what the 
heck did they eat until they escaped? Both an ore shaman and a Balor could easily 
dig their way out. Why did neither of them take care of the exits?' 

There were far more questions than answers, but Lith's loot sense was tingling. An 
ore shaman meant another huge mana crystal, while a Balor refusing to leave could 
only mean that the creature was after something precious. 

Balors were smart enough to collect magical items to compensate for their innate 
shortcomings, but like all monsters, they had no dimensional items. They couldn't 
easily transport something fragile or huge, whereas Lith had no such problem. 

Lith kept his greed in check as Solus's words about the Abominations echoed in his 
head. He found a guarded entrance and unleashed a pack of undead wolves on the 
unfortunate goblins on duty. 

They screamed and died like common goblins, without showing any sign of mutation 
or special abilities. Lith remained hidden in the shadows as his minions feasted on 
the corpses. 

'If those goblins are like the wargs, the Abomination inside of them should react to 
their deaths and call for reinforcements.' Lith thought, but even after several 
minutes, no one appeared. 

During that time, he studied the goblins' clothes and equipment. They were well 
dressed, wearing cotton shirts, leather pants and shoes. The most intriguing thing 
was the coat of arms on their clothes, representing a black tower set ablaze with a 
golden crown on top of it. 

Even their weapons, lances and bucklers, were made of good quality metal. Their 
master had even had them customized to a goblin's proportions. 

Once Lith was certain that no enemy was coming his way, he sent the undead pack 
inside as a diversion while he entered from one of the unguarded entrances. The 
corridor went deep underground, leading to what was definitely not a dungeon, but 
rather a home. 

Monsters had no use for doors, magical lights or tags to identify each room. There 


traitorAIZEN 120 I 415 



were even signs at every crossroad, pointing toward different zones. 


'If only I could read this gibberish!' Lith inwardly griped after following one of them 
at random and finding the biggest glass workshop he had ever seen. There were 
vials, beakers, and many components for alchemical apparatus of every shape and 
size. 

His anger faded after noticing they were all of the highest grade and storing some of 
them inside his pocket dimension. 

Suddenly, the link between Lith and his minions disappeared. What worried him was 
that they didn't die fighting, someone had slaughtered them all in just a couple of 
seconds. 

'Undead are hard to kill and monsters are dumb. Could they have been so unlucky to 
meet the shaman? If so, he could have drained the darkness element from them for 
an easy kill.' The explanation worked, yet it wasn't enough to put Lith's paranoia at 
ease. 

He moved toward the direction from which he had last sensed the undead wolves, 
checking every door on his way. Unluckily, most of them were locked and even more 
unluckily, not by a simple lock. 

Lith had no time to crack them open one by one, not with so many enemies roaming 
around nor with Life Vision telling him that there was nothing inside that had a 
strong magical aura. 
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CHAPTER 530 
UNEXPECTED TURN (2) 


Whoever had built the lab wasn't one for furnishing it. Every corridor was identical 
on every floor. The ground and the walls were constructed with a honey hued mix of 
stone and soil while the importance of every door could be determined by their 
silver-wood ratio. 

Silver was the best mana conductor, making it possible to store and amplify all the 
spells it was enchanted with. The corridors were wide, but offered no cover to move 
stealthily. Lith had to rely on Life Vision to spot his enemies from around the corners 
and kill them quickly after conjuring a silence zone. 

All of them wore fine clothes with a faint magical aura, yet it wasn't enough to 
explain how they could be so spotless and in mint condition after being allegedly 
worn by prisoners for years. 

'Around the next corner there is a group of four ores coming from the direction your 
wolves died.' Solus warned Lith. 'One of them has a bright green mana core and a 
powerful life force. He must be the shaman.' 

'What about the crystal?' Lith's Life vision confirmed Solus's reading but at the same 
time, it made him worry. There was no trace of the mana crystal and the shaman 
appeared to have an incredibly strong mana and life flow for his green core. 

'1 can't see it either. He has no magical equipment.' Solus couldn't explain how such a 
small group of ores could have killed a whole pack of undead so fast. 

Lith charged forward with the Gatekeeper bastard sword in his hand, using gravity 
magic to run on the ceiling rather than the ground. 

Ores were humanoid creatures, with an average height of 1.8 meters They 

were gifted from birth with a physique similar to that of an Awakened. They were 
stronger, faster, and sturdier than humans. 

Their bodies were naturally resistant to most elements and they would rarely get 
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sick. It was uncommon for an ore to display a talent for magic, but when it happened, 
the creature would always be born Awakened. 

They were all bald, with skin as brown as tree bark and almost as hard. Ores also had 
enhanced senses that made it difficult to take them by surprise and were able to 
display short bursts of fire or air fusion, but not both at once. 

The creatures paid no attention to the noise of Lith's approach until it was too late. A 
Hush zone prevented them from calling for help and the attack came from above 
while they were still searching for the source of the footsteps. 

The echo of the corridors confused their enhanced hearing, making them look left 
and right. Thanks to water fusion, Lith's arm was able to move like it had no bones. 

The Gatekeeper avoided the ores' thick arms that were guarding their vitals and 
killed three of them with as many quick thrusts. 

'The fuck?' Lith thought as the alleged shaman deflected the tip of the blade with the 
back of his hand while taking a few steps back. Lith's surprise turned into 
amazement when he noticed that the ore didn't look like an ore at all. 

It had shoulder length snow white hair, a lean but muscular physique like that of a 
professional athlete, and long pointy ears. There was no trace of the ores' 
characteristic bloodlust in the delicate, almost feminine, features of his face 

Thanks to his brown skin it would have been easy for him to go unnoticed in the 
woods, but inside the stone corridor, he stood out like a sore thumb. 

'Why does this guy look like an elf?' Lith suddenly remembered how according to the 
lore ores were a Fallen Race descending from the elves. 

'Beats me, but his life force is definitely that of an ore.' Solus pointed out. 'Do elves 
really exist? Are they all so hot?' 

Their enemy was indeed good looking, but Lith had other things to worry about. The 
ore was infused with all the elements and had conjured a sword made of ice from the 
humidity in the air. 

Both things were supposed to be impossible for members of a Fallen Race. 
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"It was you who sent those undead! Your corpse will make a fine dish. I'm tired of 
eating goblins." A cruel hunger deformed the ore's face at the idea of tasting human 
flesh again after so much time. 

Suddenly Solus didn't find him hot anymore. 

"You can speak!" Lith replied enthusiastically as he unleashed a Plague Arrow with 
each thrust of his sword. The ore nimbly deflected the blade, but the spells messed 
up his amateurish footwork by forcing him to dodge while he parried. 

Their physical abilities were similar but the ore had no training in any kind of 
martial arts and was relying on his natural talents. The first thrust of the Gatekeeper 
cracked the ice blade, the second and third injured the ore's legs. 

Lith could have killed him easily, but dead men told no tales. 

To make matters worse for the ore, he was not used to the abilities of his ancestral 
form. He tried multiple times to conjure a spell just for Lith to tamper with it and 
make it blow up in the ore's face. 

Soon the stone sword broke into pieces and the ore's body was bleeding from many 
deep cuts. Lith struck his enemy with a fist containing a healing spell that mended all 
of the ore's wounds, sapping a great deal of his remaining stamina. 

His knees buckled and Lith grabbed him by the throat, lifting the ore up as if he was 
just a stuffed animal. 

"Tell me who you are, what is happening here, and how you killed my minions so 
fast." Lith used Invigoration to find the nerve bundles Jirni had taught him about and 
pressed them with his free hand, causing the ore to writhe in agony. 

"I won't tell you anything." The monster managed to smile in defiance. 

"It's much better if I show you." 

The creature used a breathing technique that closely resembled Invigoration, but 
instead of absorbing the surrounding world energy, it was accumulated on the ore's 
right hand. 

"You can cast tier four spells without consuming your mana? Not bad, Hannibal 
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Lectolas." Lith reacted before the spell was fully formed by clenching his hand 
around the ore's and crushing it along with the suicidal attack. 

The ore screamed in pain for the first time as his hand imploded under Lith's grip 
and exploded due to his own spell gone wild. 

'Interesting. Such a breathing technique is as powerful as it is flawed. It saves the 
user the strain of handling the mana, so they can cast even spells above their level. 
Yet because such spells are only made of world energy, they can still hurt their 
caster.' Lith thought. 

'Why does he not fear death?' Solus pondered. 'Even now, he is still smiling.' 

Lith had to squeeze the ores' throat to stop him from making a second attempt. Lith 
crushed the creature's remaining limbs and knocked him unconscious before 
dropping him onto the ground. 

'Well, if he doesn't talk, let's see what 1 can find out on my own.' 

Scanner and Invigoration revealed that there was something odd with the reverted 
ore. His life force was unnatural, squeezed in its actual form by a second life force 
wrapping the ore's like a shroud. 
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CHAPTER 531 
UNEXPECTED TURN (3) 


'Undead life force?' Solus was flabbergasted. 'Could he have evolved after absorbing 
the darkness magic animating your wolves?' 

Lith had no explanation for the phenomenon, yet he noticed that the ore's clothes 
were too big for him. They were sized for a regular ore, which meant that either his 
transformation really had just happened or the creature didn't care about having 
them fixed. 

After a throughout body scan of the fainted elf-orc, Lith and Solus had no idea what 
events could be unfolding in the underground lab. The creature's anatomy was 
almost identical to its corrupted counterpart. 

The only anomalies were the slightly different shape of his organs and his mana core 
resonating with the world energy, making him recover his mana faster than a human 
would. 

After waking the ore up, Lith discovered that ah the means of interrogation at his 
disposal were useless. 

The creature would cut off his pain receptors at the first opportunity he got, and 
even if Lith could easily undo it, the ore proved to be resistant to pain beyond reason. 
Since more monsters were approaching, Lith killed to ore while he still had some 
time left before being discovered. 

Just as he expected, death reverted the monster to his original form. Life Vision 
revealed the undead life force leaving the body, but unluckily it moved as fast as 
lightning and passed through the ground. 

Lith had no opportunity to follow it before it disappeared from his sight. 

'It was definitely not from your wolves.' Solus pointed out. 'Otherwise it would have 
just faded.' 
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Lith nodded and hid around a corner to avoid the next patrol. It was composed of 
five ogres. They were all very tall, above 2 meters [6'7"} with muscular bodies that 
could have passed for humans if not for their greenish skin, their spiky red hair and 
the long, pointy fangs protruding out of their lower lip. 

Once again, one of them was very different from the others. He had no fangs and his 
hair seemed to be made of red autumn leaves. There was a calm, solemn light of 
intelligence reflected in his eyes, that deeply contrasted with the brutish appearance 
of his peers. 

'Is it me, or does this guy resemble the dryads we met years ago?' After meeting the 
wargs, Lith had started to wonder if even plants and magical beasts were part of the 
Fallen races. The reverted ogre's appearance seemed to confirm his suspects. 

"What happened to Caliel's unit?" Said one of the ogres. He stuttered every word 
with a pained expression, as if using human language poisoned his tongue. 

"There is no sign of struggle." The dryad-ogre calmly observed. "And none of us 
would have wasted so much meat. Either Yozmogh himself or one of his elite units 
must have breached the barricade." 

"We need to split into two teams. One will bring the corpses to the kitchen and give 
the alarm while the other will try to slow them down. I'll do the tracking." 

The ogre started chanting in an unknown language as two of his soldiers picked up 
the bodies and stored them inside huge sacks. 

'A barricade? Then the monsters are infighting, which would explain why they eat 
their own. How did they survive so long, though? To spawn fast they need to eat so 
much that they should have died of starvation long ago...' 

Lith's musing was interrupted the moment the ogre-dryad finished his chanting. 
Based on its length, it had to be a tier one spell. Lith cursed when he noticed red 
marks appearing on the floor, the ceiling, and wherever the bodies of the fallen ores 
had touched the walls during the previous fight. 

Among the red marks, there was a clear series of footprints leading to his position. 

"Ambush!" The ogre warned his soldiers a second too late. Ice lances pierced their 
heads and hearts, killing the regular ogres on the spot. They would have done the 
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same to the ogre-dryad, if not for two holes opening where the lances were about to 
hit. 


Instead of flash and bones, the creature was made of vines that normally were 
wrapped together so tightly that they gave it a humanoid appearance. 

'An ogre's body is actually made of fossilized plants!' Solus's scientific curiosity was 
on cloud nine. 'That's why they are green.' 

'1 don't really care about that right now.' No matter if Lith's attacks were magical or 
physical in nature, in its vine form the ogre was as able to split at will and dodge 
every one of them with ease. 

"You don't chant, which means you're an Awakened!" The creature's voice was filled 
with surprise and envy. His body split into five bundles of vines, four of which dug 
their way into the dead ogres' bodies and reanimated them. 

Lith could see thanks to Life Vision that they were no undead. The vines were taking 
root, turning the corpses into clones of the original. Both their mana cores and life 
force had an energy signature identical to those of the original body. 

Lith struck at them with several flaming darts, discovering that the clones were 
incapable of turning into vines as well. The darts left behind burn marks and 
produced a pungent smell, yet the fire didn't take. 

The clones' life force was unchanged, while their bodies shrunk slightly, as if they 
had been starving for days. 

'1 think 1 know their weak point.' Lith's smile disappeared as he heard five identical 
voices chanting as many different spells. 

He conjured a blizzard, but unfortunately nor the wind nor the injuries opened by 
the razor sharp hail his spell produced could stop the enemies' casting. Vines had no 
mouths and even if somehow they experienced pain, it didn't show. 

A small tornado formed around Lith, blocking his sight and restricting his 
movements. Wind blades were randomly mixed with the chaotic air currents 
surrounding him. Black clouds formed on the ceiling with a low rumble announcing 
a thunderstorm. 
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Lith used Life Vision to detect the otherwise invisible air blades, and Full Guard to 
avoid the other spells incoming from his blind spots. The enemies had a limited 
choice of attacks, which he exploited to make them predictable. 

His blizzard was still ongoing, making most fire spells lose their effectiveness, while 
the whole underground complex was shielded by arrays which made it immune to 
earth magic. It explained why the creatures had been forced to dig with their hands. 

Lith stood his ground as long as he could, strengthening his magical storm by the 
second. He Blinked away only when the lightning bolts from above or the darkness 
spells the enemies threw at him from the sides would force him to walk into the air 
blades. 

"It was a stupid move to use water magic against me!" The ogre roared as it 
relocated the tornado for the third time. "You should have used fire instead." 

Lith ignored the taunt and focused on defense as he gave his spell one last push. All 
of the enemy attacks disappeared at once when the extreme cold froze the abundant 
water inside the vines and turned them into popsicles. 

'What a moron.' Lith thought as he crushed the ice sculptures that once were the 
ogre-dryad. '1 was right about the reverted monsters not knowing anything about 
their own abilities. 

'Fire is only good against dry wood, whereas wet vegetation would only produce a 
lot of smoke and hinder the only one who actually needs to breathe. Me.' 
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CHAPTER 532 
UNEXPECTED TURN (4) 


'Why was he scared of fire, then?' Solus asked. 

'Probably because he was a normal ogre until not long ago. All living beings are 
naturally afraid of fire. He had yet to realize that with no vitals and with light magic 
at his disposal, fire is a small threat for a water based creature like he was.' 

"Stop wasting time. You strong, master can use you." Lith turned toward the source 
of the voice, yet neither Life Vision nor mana sense showed anything. At least not 
until a hunched figure literally emerged from the shadows. 

The creature didn't resemble anything Lith had ever seen before, nor was it listed in 
any of the bestiaries he possessed. It was a small humanoid, barely 1.3 meters [4'3"} 
tall, with pale grey skin and thick grizzled hair. 

Judging by his appearance and his voice, he seemed to be a male. He had small 
pointed ears, pitch black eyes, and was wearing a mage's robe. Despite his jagged 
teeth and the claws at the end of his limbs, it didn't look menacing. 

The creature's life force was slightly better than the average adult man, while his 
blood core was almost completely black. Lith didn't underestimate him and silently 
weaved more spells in case looks were proverbially deceiving. 

'How the heck did he escape our senses?' Solus kept an eye on all the remaining 
shadows of the corridor, in case the creature was just a distraction. 

Lith had no answer to offer. His senses were all focused on his surroundings, since 
things were getting weirder by the second. The corpses of the ogres he had just 
killed turned into smoke and dived into the ground, closely followed by the undead 
life force which had restored the dryad-ogre's ancient might. 

"Tell me who you are, what is happening here, and what you mean, wasting time." 
Either the creature really was harmless or wanted to manipulate him, at least he 
seemed to be willing to communicate. 
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"Me Ratpack." The creature shrugged. "War is happening, but fighters waste time, 
just like you. None can die. We banished from death thanks to master's power." 

Lith stared at Ratpack, waiting for him to continue his explanation, but the creature 
just stared back in annoyance. 

"You deaf? Stop wasting time. Soon Caliel and Draga will be back. With 
reinforcements! You soldier." Ratpack pointed his grey finger to Lith's uniform. 

"You act like one and obey!" His voice was deep and rough. It was filled with an 
underserved pride which annoyed Lith almost as the vague answers he had just 
received. 

"1 obey no one." Lith replied while using spirit magic to lift the creature off the 
ground and slam him against a well lighted wall. Choking an undead was useless, if 
not to prove a point. 

"If you want my help, you'd better give me a good reason. Start by making sense, 
otherwise..." Lith's threat was interrupted by Ratpack turning into a puff of smoke. It 
lasted only one second, but it was enough to escape from spirit magic's grasp and 
reach the nearest shadow. 

"No, you don't!" Lith snarled. He extended his arm to direct his tendrils of mana 
toward their target, who turned once again ethereal the moment Ratpack touched 
the edge of the shade. 

"Only master can harm Ratpack. Even Yozmogh and Dann'Kah, even their armies 
couldn't catch Ratpack. Obey or die!" 

Lith didn't reply, redirecting the mana from spirit to darkness magic. He had learned 
a couple of things while fighting Thrud Griffon, it was time to put them to the test. 
Lith's shadow came to life as two blazing yellow eyes appeared on its face. 

The shadow's extended right arm stretched along the floor until it reached Ratpack's 
hiding place. Neither Lith nor Solus liked how his darkness magic infused shade 
resembled more his demonic life form rather than his human one. 

The shadow's hand rummaged for a while before retracting. The elongated arm was 
coiled around the small undead like a snake. Ratpack screamed in surprise as soon 
as he felt something touching him. 
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His master's Coward's Mantle was supposed to protect him from any harm, yet the 
Ranger had been able to ignore its protection. To make matters worse, Ratpack could 
feel his strength getting slowly sapped. 

Not even undeath could ward off darkness magic. 

"Are you ready to talk?" Lith said while pointing the Gatekeeper at Ratpack's throat. 
The creature's eyes were filled with fear, which made him nod like a parrot having a 
seizure. 

"Then explain things properly." Lith snorted. 

"Me has many names. Squirm, Plague, Worm. Ratpack is master's favourite because 
he says me very annoying..." 

"He is right, dammit! 1 don't care for your names. Tell me what's happening here." 

"Servants rebelled against master and took master prisoner. After that, they fight 
each other. Two great leaders emerge. Dann'Kah the ore shaman and Yozmogh the 
Balor. All servants join one or the other, forming two armies. They fight for..." 

Ratpack stopped, not knowing how to explain. 

"For?" 

"Freedom. And also for power." Ratpack clapped his hands, congratulating to himself 
for being so precise. Unluckily, Lith didn't share his enthusiasm. 

"What freedom? If your master is already being held prisoner, they can just walk 
away. What power are you talking about?" 

"They can't leave." Ratpack nervously licked his lips, revealing such a black tongue 
that it resembled a slimy piece of charcoal. 

"Master made them like him. They have no freedom. As for power, it's the master's, 
but they found a way to use it. To make them pretty again. Like- Caliel and Draga! 

Yes, like them." The creature nodded again like crazy, feeling someone was 
approaching. 

"What do you want me to do, exactly?" Lith dilated his nostrils in annoyance. He 
didn't know whether to find more bothersome Ratpack's ramblings or the idea of 
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monsters like a Balor regaining their full powers. 


"Follow me to master. Master explains better. You free him, he stops servants." 
Hurried footsteps were perfectly audible and quickly approaching, yet the Ranger 
didn't seem to care. 

"Why would 1? If your master has already been defeated once by his servants, they 
can do it again. They have even robbed him of his power. What use do 1 have for 
him?" 

"Yes, he's weak, but he still strong. You can't defeat all master's servants alone. 
Enough talk, we run now!" The ogre-dryad and the orc-elf appeared from a corner, 
running at full speed closely followed by several members of their own kin. 

Lith raised the index and middle fingers of his right hand, unleashing the tier four 
spell Death Zone. A black cloud comprised of darkness element filled the corridor in 
front of them the moment the monsters were halfway through. 

No matter the direction they turned to, all of them died after taking a few steps. 

"What were you saying?" Lith's eyes were blazing with blue mana which deeply 
contrasted with his shadow's burning yellow eyes. It was still seemingly alive and 
moving around on its own, even though its main body was standing still. 

Ratpack shivered in fear, wondering how powerful humans had become during the 
decades he and his master had spent in isolation. 

"You- too strong! Why you struggle earlier if you can just..." Ratpack stuttered so 
much that he preferred to slam his fist onto his palm to stress his point. 
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CHAPTER 533 
TROUBLE (1) 


"Struggle?" Lith sneered. "I was saving my strength and making a few experiments. 
Finding a reverted monster is a rare opportunity. I just wanted to see what they were 
capable of." 

Lith had learned enough about magic to know that as long as he understood the 
underlying principles of the so called "innate abilities", he could find a way to 
replicate them and add them to his arsenal. 

"Experiments?" Ratpack echoed, swallowing a lump of saliva. The word brought to 
memory countless unpleasant experiences. 

"Master and you peas in a pod." 

"You have yet to answer my final question." Lith pushed the Gatekeeper's tip against 
Ratpack's throat. 

"Why should 1 free your master? What use do 1 have for him?" 

"Maybe you can slay all." Ratpack licked his lips again. 

"Maybe you can break master's device, but can you do both? You slay, but they 
return. The closer you get to the device the faster they return. Master can shut down 
device with one finger. Master is its master." 

Ratpack made little sense, yet Lith considered he still had a point. If this master had 
been a quiet presence for so long, there was no reason for him to stir trouble, 
whereas the same couldn't be said for his rebellious servants. 

'Why should 1 waste time cracking locks and arrays if he can just pass through them 
with a flick of their switches? Also, exploring the whole complex would take me 
months while 1 have days at best before the army sends reinforcements to "help" me.' 

Lith couldn't afford the underground lab to be discovered. The Kingdom would 
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snatch the good stuff and leave him the crumbs. 


'If this master is willing to compensate me for my troubles, I'll get what I want 
without wasting my time. Otherwise, I can always kill or imprison him again and test 
my luck with the doors. First things first, though.' 

"Does this master of yours experiments on Abominations too? Is he the Master?" The 
title was so trite that it was likely that they were two different people, but Lith 
preferred to be sure who he was about to deal with. 

"Master experiments on anything." Ratpack sighed as even more bad memories 
resurfaced. Being undead didn't mean being spared from pain. 

"My Coward's Cloak made from Abomination skin." His words made Lith open his 
eyes wide in surprise. As far as he knew. Abominations had no skin. He touched 
Ratpack's clothes, using Invigoration to observe its pseudo core. 

'I got it, but I'll take some notes, just to be safe.' Solus's memory was peerless, but 
she could also access to Lith's like it was a library. A messy and chaotic one, but after 
so many years, she knew her way. 

"No, I mean, does he help Abominations? Does he work with them?" Lith tried to be 
clearer. 

"No. Master helps only himself. Master works only with Ratpack. Me assistant." The 
creature said with a proud voice. 

"Then make way." Lith nodded. "Be careful, we must move unnoticed. I want to avoid 
useless fights." 

Ratpack knew the underground complex like the back of his hand, while Lith could 
detect enemies from afar with Life Vision. By putting together their resources, the 
duo quickly reached the lower levels of the lab. 

Along the way, Lith asked Ratpack what the various signs meant to achieve a basic 
understanding of the ancient language. Just in case things with the master went sour 
and he had to explore on his own. 

Ratpack was annoyed by his questions, but he didn't dare to displease Lith. The 
creature needed the Ranger as much as he was afraid of him. Every time they were 
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forced to fight, Lith would go all out, killing whole units of powerful monsters in the 
blink of an eye. 

The moment the monsters realized to be under attack, they were already dead. 
Ratpack didn't like the human because he reminded him too much of the master. 
Ratpack's undead senses could hear Lith's heart beating like they were just taking a 
stroll. 

Even though they were surrounded from every side by enemies, there was no sweat 
on his body nor emotion in his movements. Walking to his side felt exactly like when 
he accompanied the master before his fall. 

Ratpack had the impression of being a mouse riding on the back of a dragon. 

When they reached the eight underground floor, the creature signaled Lith to stop. 

"We arrived. Trouble is here." Ratpack pointed at the many reinforced doors along 
the corridors. Each room was bigger than those on the other floors and was 
enveloped by multiple unique arrays. 

"What is stored in the lower levels?" Lith had expected the prison to be on the last 
floor since the deeper they got, the stronger the magical aura he detected became. 

"Bad stuff. Horrible stuff." Ratpack shuddered. 

"Master love experiments and hate failures. He always destroy failures, but some he 
can't get rid of. Either because they don't die or because too valuable. Those master 
stores below, where array keep them in another space ready to collapse." 

Thanks to all his questions about the road signs they had met along the way, Lith had 
understood what each floor was for. 

The ground floor was a storage area for non magical equipment, the equivalent of a 
broom closet. The master's living quarters took all the first underground floor, while 
the servants' quarters were on the second one. 

Lith was amazed by how someone could be so conceited that he had taken for 
himself the same space one thousand minions did. The third and fourth 
underground floors were the lab, the fifth was the ingredient deposit, the sixth was 
the treasury, and the seventh was a silver mine. 
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According to Ratpack, his master had chosen the Broken Spine as his residence 
because of the rich silver veins he had discovered. It was the only way to satisfy his 
need for the precious metal without the need for an external supplier. 

"Is it normal for those doors to be opened?" Lith pointed at the unlocked door of 
some cells. He already knew the answer, since the owner of the lab was the kind of 
guy to keep even the cleaning products deposit tight shut. 

"No." Ratpack hissed. "Dann'Kah and Yozmogh must have freed them. They desperate 
to seek help from those who could replace them." 

'Solus, can you see what's inside? Life Vision is blurred by all the locks and arrays 
enveloping the cells. The doors must be made of solid silver, because I've never seen 
so many spells stuffed inside a single object.' 

Lith would have loved to take a peek at their cores with Invigoration, but they were 
infused with too many deadly spells, and he already had too much to do. Lith had 
already planned to raid the treasury and the ingredient deposit before calling for 
backup if things went south. 

'Sorry, but mana sense is useless here. The whole floor is so bright that is like staring 
into the sun. A whole army of Awakened could hide behind a corner and I wouldn't 
even notice them. Those doors are... just wow.' 

Each one of the doors had a blue mana crystal the size of a fist at its four corners and 
a different magic circle formed by small purple mana crystals the size of a nut. 
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CHAPTER 534 
TROUBLE (2) 


Thanks to Life Vision, Lith could see that every inch of their surface was covered in 
mystical runes. 

"Wait a minute." Lith snapped out of his reverie. "How did they open those doors?" 

"They master assistants, just like Ratpack. They have codes for all doors. Eighth floor 
is for specimens." 

"If you can open your master's cage, what do you need me for?" 

"You really deaf. 1 need you deal with Trouble." Ratpack whispered while pointing at 
the next corridor to their right. Lith peeked behind the corner, noticing a Balor 
standing guard in front of the most complex door they had met so far. 

The creature was over 2.5 meters [8'2"} tall, with a humanoid body covered by small 
blood colored scales. His head had three eyes arranged in a vertical line. A red one 
was in the middle of his forehead, a black one was right above his nose, and a blue 
one was between his lower lip and his chin. 

Three sets of black curved horns emerged from his head, his cheekbones, and the 
sides of his chin. His massive upper body was completely exposed and seemed to be 
comprised solely of bulging muscles. 

His legs were reverse jointed like those of a cat, and were covered by a black armor 
that only left the talons extending out from his toes and heel exposed. Two flaming 
red membranous wings were folded around his neck, almost looking like a mantle. 

"That's not trouble, that's a Balor!" Lith cursed at Ratpack with a whisper. 

"You wrong. He call himself Trou'Bleskamuz the Fierce, but master call him Trouble 
because he escape three times before master could find a proper door to contain 
him. Trouble hate master's experiments and hate master even more." 
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Lith ignored Ratpack's ramblings and prepared a set of spells according to the 
information he had about Balors and his full blown paranoia. Despite their 
appearance, they were no demons. 

According to the lore, before their fall they had six eyes, one for each element and 
colored accordingly. Their eyes granted them mastery over all the elements, but they 
were also their weak point. 

Losing an eye meant losing the corresponding element and since magic didn't flow 
through their bodies, they were incapable of mixing together different elements, 
leaving them stuck with the equivalent of tier four magic. 

After their fall, Balors could have from one to three eyes, while the others were 
allegedly fused within their bodies by the failed attempt to evolve and force the 
mana to flow freely. 

'Any advice?' Lith had never faced one, but could see via Life Vision that the 
creature's vitality was on par with Scarlett the Scorpicore. Luckily, its mana flow was 
way worse than the Lord of the Forest's. 

'If he wasn't stand in front of that fucking door, maybe.' Lith was flabbergasted by 
Solus's swearing. 

'I'm almost blind, so take my words with a grain of salt. The Balor seems to have four 
mana cores. A bright cyan one in its usual place, right below his solar plexus, and 
three green ones inside his eyes.' 

'Got it. The good news is that he can't use light magic, so if 1 manage to destroy one 
or more of his eyes, he can't regenerate them.' Lith was done with his preparations. 
He was about to step in the corridor when he felt Ratpack tugging at his leg. 

"Master told me that Trouble has weakness, that even Ratpack can face him if 1 wear 
magical protections. Master gave it to Ratpack, Ratpack give it to you." 

The small creature took out a bundle of shackles linked to several envelopes from his 
pocket, which was actually a pocket dimension. It made little sense to Lith, more so 
since according to Life Vision they were not enchanted. 

"What's this supposed to be?" He asked. 
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"Isn't it obvious? It's a chainmail!" Ratpack puffed out his chest with pride while Lith 
opened one of the envelopes. 


"If you're reading this, you're not the moron I always thought you were. Happy 
deathday, Zolgrish." 

Lith had no time to waste explaining to the moron what a pun was, so he returned 
the gift and launched himself against Trouble while infused with all the elements. 

The Balor gave no sign of being surprised by the sudden attack. Trou'BIeskamuz's 
middle eye ignited with mana and what looked like a two handed scimitar made of 
black smoke appeared in his right hand. 

Much to Lith's surprise, the Gatekeeper clashed against the black smoke and the 
sudden impact threw him off balance allowing the Balor to send him flying away 
with but a flick of his wrist. 

'How is that possible? Darkness magic is supposed to be ethereal. I was expecting 
him to attempt to trade blows... What the heck?' Only then did Lith notice that the 
blue eye was lit too, meaning the sword was composed of black ice. 

'Seems that Balors can mix elements after all.' Lith inwardly cursed at the army 
bestiary's author as the red eye too was set ablaze with mana, generating a pillar of 
cyan flames that filled the whole corridor leaving Lith no way out. 

Lith encased himself inside a massive ice coffin to protect himself and seal the 
corridor. His own spells couldn't harm him exactly how the Balor's flames had no 
effect on their caster after rebounding on the enemy barrier. 

Soon the fire consumed all the air in the corridor, forcing the spell to disappear, the 
red eye to close, and the Balor to fall to his knees gasping for oxygen. 

The creatures' black eye lit up again, unleashing a pillar of darkness so powerful that 
the arrays protecting the lab became visible to the naked eye as they prevented the 
Balor's spell from turning the walls into debris. 

Their positions were now reversed. Lith was stuck inside the ice just like the Balor 
was trapped in the small corridor a second ago. To not lose his life, Lith was forced to 
lose his advantage and shatter the ice to Blink to safety. 
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Fresh air filled both the corridor and the Balor's lungs as he unfolded his wings to 
chase his opponent. Trou'Bleskamuz flew in a spiral pattern, to prevent Lith from 
predicting his trajectory and using dimensional magic to stab him in the back. 

Contrary to his expectations, no attack came until he reached the T junction where 
the two corridors met. Only then did he realize he had fallen into a trap. Lith knew 
that his enemy's physical prowess was way above his own. 

He had considered using spell sealing arrays, but they would cripple the only edge he 
had. Arrays worked both ways, affecting their caster along with their target. Hence, 
he had decided to stay at a safe distance and play it smart. 

Two Death Zones were waiting for Trou'Bleskamuz, one at each side of the junction. 
The darkness spells resembled two small thunderclouds, which completely engulfed 
the corridors as they converged on the Balor. 

Trou'Bleskamuz exploded in a wild laughter and opened his middle eye again. A 
second pillar of darkness clashed with Lith's Death Zone with such violence that the 
entire corridor trembled and all of the arrays protecting the cells became visible. 

Lith was amazed by how a simple cyan core could emit such power without a 
moment's notice. His surprise only increased when, even as it was powered by his 
blue core and boosted by a continuous flow of mana. Death Zone was overpowered 
by the black pillar. 
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CHAPTER 535 
EVIL EYES (1) 


The sudden turn of events would have reversed the trap, turning Lith into the prey if 
he hadn't positioned himself in front of another junction, just to be safe. The moment 
he understood he was on the losing side of the battle, Lith gave his Death Zone one 
last push and rolled around a corner to safety. 

'What the heck? They were both tier four spells, but Tm the one with a blue core. 
How could 1 possibly lose the confrontation?' Lith's question was rhetorical, since 
the bestiary provided no answers to that impossible situation. 

Yet Solus knew better. 

'His cyan core is indeed weaker. The problem lies in the support the green core 
inside his eyes provide.' 

'If a green core could do that much, together we would be invincible!' Lith griped. 

'Let me finish, dummy! Unlike a normal mana core, the ones in his eyes are able to 
draw the world energy and use it to empower his pillar-like spells to no end. It 
wasn't a blue core versus a cyan plus a green one, it was you versus Mogar.' 

'Let me get this straight. Thanks to his eyes a Balor can basically use Invigoration 
non stop even while attacking?' Things were starting to make sense, and thanks to 
that Lith could adapt his strategy. 

'Yes and no. Like Invigoration, the eye provides a constant flow of world energy and 
also puts stress on the user. After using a pillar, the creature closes the 
corresponding eye. Unlike your breathing technique, it didn't heal him nor replenish 
his mana.' 

Even a half blind Solus was worth several Balor's eyes in boosting Lith's 
understanding and battle prowess. 

Lith Blinked away the moment Life Vision showed him Trou'Bleskamuz was around 
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the corner. The Balor blocked the corridor with his massive body as his blue eye 
emitted a pillar which turned air into rock solid ice at its passage. 

The attack had a double purpose. If Lith was still there, he would have been frozen 
solid into an easy prey. If he had Warped away as Trou'Bleskamuz expected, by 
sealing the corridor the Balor was forcing the Ranger into a head on fight that he 
couldn't possibly win. 

Lith appeared in the middle of his second Death Zone. The mana thread which linked 
him with his spell gave him its exact position. 

'You're right! He wiped out only one Death Zone, which means he can't use his eyes 
as often as 1 use my spells.' Lith used Invigoration to fill the remaining darkness 
cloud with endless mana as it moved inexorably toward its prey. 

Trou'Bleskamuz cursed both the Ranger's shrewdness and his own stupidity in a 
language that sounded like a choir of tormented souls. Lith had no access to the 
corridor anymore, but neither did he. 

The Balor flew away, trying to buy as much time as he could. Unfortunately, the only 
passage remaining led to a dead end and even though darkness magic was slow, it 
only took Death Zone a couple of seconds to reach the cornered creature. 

Trou'Bleskamuz used sheer willpower to force his black eye open, fighting the 
excruciating pain that moving the eyelid caused him. If Solus's mana sense worked 
properly, she would have seen that after conjuring the second pillar, the green core 
had turned grey. 

Balors didn't really have four mana cores, just one like every other natural being. 
What she had mistaken for extra mana cores were just masses of world energy that a 
Balor would refine into his own mana and store it ready to be used. 

Balors' eyes had an effect similar to Invigoration, allowing them to draw the single 
elements which composed the world energy. Drawing so much and so fast came at a 
price. 

Tears of blood streamed down Trou'Bleskamuz's chin as the raw world energy he 
was forcing to flow through his eye damaged his whole body. The pain was 
unbearable, but he knew that it would be fleeting, whereas death was permanent. 
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"I haven't lived this long just to die like this!" He roared. 


The two spells clashed again, but this time Lith boosted his own with a steady flow of 
mana until the last second before taking cover. At first, his precaution seemed to be 
unnecessary. 

As soon as Lith's Death Zone started to fade, Trou'Bleskamuz closed his eye with an 
agonizing scream. Its pupil was almost completely white and a small pool of blood 
had formed under the Balor's feet. 

His breath was ragged from the effort of forcing so much world energy through his 
already exhausted focus and of withstanding the pain that such a desperate move 
involved. 

Yet Trou'Bleskamuz didn't wait for the enemy's next move and sought to regain the 
initiative. A suit of ice covered his upper body as he launched himself forward as fast 
as a freight train. 

'My flaming eye is almost out of mana. If that scum forces me to use it a third time. 

I'll be as good as blind. Awakened or not, he cannot cast spells if 1 manage to corner 
him.' He thought. 

Lith was waiting for him with his arms extended, drawing in the air mystical lines 
that were taking the shape of a small array. Trou'Bleskamuz recognized its runes and 
rushed at breakneck speed to interrupt the casting. 

'Fire and water are all he has left. The best combo he can achieve with them would 
allow him to cook pasta, but it's a risk I'm willing to take.' Lith inwardly grinned at 
his enemy falling for his third trap in a row. 

The forbidden array he had apparently almost completed was just a hologram. Lith 
couldn't afford to waste so much mana on a single enemy who was likely to respawn 
like in a badly balanced ARPG. 

When a Gate suddenly opened in front of Trou'Bleskamuz, he was going too fast to 
change his direction in time. With only wings propelling him forward and no air 
magic, the faster he moved, the less precision of movement he had. 

The Balor crashed against one of the most massive among the cell doors, triggering 
its defence mechanisms which unleashed a series of spells against their aggressor. 
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Unfortunately, Lith wasn't aware that after decades of imprisonment 
Trou'Bleskamuz knew them like the back of his hand. 

The owner of the lab not only lacked imagination in decorating his own house but 
also in forgemastering. All the doors were imbued with the same base set of spells 
plus a few specifically designed against the prisoner they were meant to hold. 

The Balor managed to avoid most of the damage and move away from the door 
before the most powerful ones could activate. Even on foot, the creature was as fast 
as a cheetah, reaching the Ranger in the blink of an eye. 

Lith could've Warped away, but between the confined space and the Balor's speed, 
his exit point was bound to be easily predictable. With the closest junction still 
sealed by the ice, he could only Blink inside the dead end the Balor had just escaped 
from or move back in an almost straight line. 

The former option was beyond idiotic, while the latter would buy him a second at 
best. 
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CHAPTER 536 
EVIL EYE (2) 


Lith unleashed a barrage of Plague Arrows, against which Trou'Bleskamuz had no 
choice but to tank them. 

The mana imbued inside his ice armor lessened the damage, but the residual 
darkness was still enough to make the Balor stumble and lose most of his 
momentum. The creature refused to yield and lunged at Lith with a conjured ice 
great sword. 

Lith switched to a two handed grip while infusing the Gatekeeper with fire and 
darkness magic. He sidestepped the incoming attack and performed a horizontal 
slash to the neck. 

Only then did Trou'Bleskamuz reveal that his moment of weakness was actually a 
ruse. He turned his tumble into a roll, dodging the Gatekeeper and regaining his 
footing while his opponent was still off balance. 

The Balor lunged at Lith again, who pivoted on his feet by using the momentum from 
his failed attack. The resulting spin wasn't enough to completely avoid the incoming 
strike, but it allowed him to adjust his stance and intercept the incoming blade. 

Lith aimed the Gatekeeper at the great sword's tip, to push it away with minimum 
effort and create the opening he needed to win that fight. He almost couldn't believe 
his own eyes when the ice sword shattered on contact with the Gatekeeper, revealing 
a flaming blade blooming underneath its surface. 

The ethereal fire blade ignored the bastard sword, keeping its trajectory unchanged. 

Despite their brutish appearance and berserk fighting style, Balors weren't stupid. 
They were just so powerful that they usually didn't need clever strategies or tricks to 
dominate their opponents. 

Resorting to one wounded Trou'Bleskamuz's pride, but it was much better than the 
alternative. The fire sword crackled as it pierced the Skinwalker Amor's enchanted 
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defenses, producing the sizzling sound of roasted meat when it bit Lith's flesh. 


Thanks to Lith's earlier small sidestep, the Balor had been unable to strike at the 
heart and had to settle for the shoulder. Not even earth fusion was enough to prevent 
the mystical flames from burning everything on their path. 

Lith felt his left arm suddenly go limp. Even shutting down his pain receptors didn't 
help against his now labored breathing. Trou'Bleskamuz's blade had cooked his 
flesh, his bones, and part of his left lung in one fell swoop. 

'By my maker, do you need my help?' Solus asked while assessing the gravity of his 
injuries. 

'Thanks, but no. Your energy is limited, so it's better to save it for opponents in their 
reverted state. According to Ratpack, Yozmogh is a Balor too and he has access to his 
race's ancient powers. Trou'Bleskamuz is like a training ground for me. 

'If 1 can't defeat him on my own, then it's better to call for reinforcements. Don't step 
in unless it's absolutely necessary.' Lith's reply made Solus curse her weakness and 
wish for a way to improve her usefulness in battle. 

The lack of screams disappointed the Balor, but his mood worsened when he saw the 
Ranger Blink away as a healing aura enveloped his body. Trou'Bleskamuz envied Lith 
for it and hoped that Yozmogh would keep his word. 

The only reason Trou'Bleskamuz was still there was the promise of having his full 
might restored. 

'Even if the abuse of my black eye and ramming against the door has weakened me 
somewhat, how did the human manage to avoid my strike like that?' 

The answer to the Balor's question was revealed when he attempted to give chase 
and finish Lith off before the light magic spell could take effect. Trou'Bleskamuz 
stumbled instead of sprinting as blinding pain spread through his body. 

Lith's previous failed attack hadn't been a complete failure after all. 

Trou'Bleskamuz's roll had saved his head but left his back and his giant wings 
exposed. Just like the Balor, Lith had settled for a nonvital yet significant target. 

Part of his right wing was gone, putting him off balance and allowing Lith to survive. 
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Even though the Balor could regenerate his wing, it would take him days, whereas 
the fight was likely to last less than one more minute. Lith's Checkmate Spears 
surrounded Trou'Bleskamuz, striking at him from every side. 

The Balor was done blindly charging ahead and recognized immediately the trap 
lying ahead of him. With his wounded wing his mobility had been crippled, he wasn't 
able to move fast enough to dodge them anymore. 

He could only use his flaming eye to destroy them at the risk of running out of fire 
mana, or conjure a defense made of ice that would act as a shield but also as a cage. 

It would further restrict his movements and leave him exposed to lightning spells. 

Trou'Bleskamuz snarled and opened his red eye, sprinting forward on all four. His 
envy toward Lith turned into unbridled rage, boosting the flames' temperature and 
destructive power. 

A pillar of blue fire cleared his path toward the Ranger as the Balor dodged the 
remaining ice spears. Lith saw trickles of blood streaming down the flaming eye and 
unleashed the tier five spell Dark Ages. 

Black ice made from both water and darkness magic covered the ground as well as 
the walls, leaving only the silver doors exposed. It sapped Trou'Bleskamuz's strength 
every time he touched it and forced him to slow down to not impale himself on the 
lances that randomly popped out of the ice from every direction. 

The growing crystals were quickly forming a wall in front of the Balor, who had to 
slow down even further. The darkness infused in the ice not only made it more 
resistant to the flames by weakening them, but it was also released in the air as a 
noxious gas once the ice melted. 

When Trou'Bleskamuz finally reached Lith, his flames had died out and so had his 
red eye. Lith then conjured several streams of lightning bolts, shooting them at 
random in front of him. 

The Balor didn't even try to shield himself, just dodging whatever he could to cross 
the last few meters that separated them. Only then did he realize that Lith wasn't 
aiming because he had no need to. 

The entire floor was covered in water and so was Trou'Bleskamuz. It was a perfect 
conductor which routed every bolt of lightning to its target, allowing Lith to focus on 
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the power of his spell and to completely neglect controlling it. 

The Balor gritted his teeth and used sheer willpower to resist the spasms that were 
ravaging his body. 

'Prideless mutt! Fighting dirty is a game two can play.' Trou'Bleskamuz activated his 
last eye, using the water Lith had conjured against him. The area around them was 
instantly filled with sharp icicles, which drained the water from the floor. 

They were both lightning rods which saved the Balor from the thunderstorm and 
obstacles that limited the Ranger's movements, allowing the creature to engage him 
hand to hand. Lith squinted his eyes from the surprise. 

He didn't expect such a degree of finesse in water manipulation from his opponent. 
The situation wasn't good. The back of the corridor was still sealed by his Dark Ages 
spell, and Blink's range didn't reach past the ice wall. 

The two of them were trapped inside a small cage filled with spikes that would harm 
only him. The Balor's mana couldn't hurt his master. Lith backstepped while quick 
casting Plague Arrows and wind blades until he could feel the point of an icicle 
painfully stinging his back. 
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CHAPTER 537 
MASTER PLAN (1) 


Trou'Bleskamuz roared in triumph. He had endured all those painful spells to make 
sure that his enemy would end exactly in that corner of the room. Agility and 
cunning meant nothing inside such a confined space, only strength mattered and he 
still had enough to uproot trees with just one hand. 

The Balor was done underestimating the human. He jumped forward while swinging 
his giant fists down like hammers on Lith's left and right to cut off his escape routes. 
At the same time, his blue eye glowed with mana, making the icicles extend further. 

The trap was complete, the Ranger's only choice was how he wanted to die, by fist, 
bite, or skewering. 

Lith Switched them at the last second, making the ice spear that had been prickling 
his back pierce through Trou'Bleskamuz's blue eye, brain, and skull. The Balor's 
body spasmed several times, gurgling blood from the several puncture wounds the 
rest of the ice spears had caused. 

'That was close.' Lith sighed while cutting Trou'Bleskamuz's head off with the 
Gatekeeper, just to be safe. 

'The Balors are way too strong to face them head on and their eyes are weapons of 
mass destruction also capable of fine control over the elements. 1 almost fell for his 
mindless brute act, but unfortunately for him, 1 too like to be underestimated. 

'Using my own conjured water against me was a smart move, exactly what 1 would 
have done in his shoes. That's why 1 used a tier five spell that used both water and 
darkness magic. 

'Once the water was imbued with his mana it couldn't hurt him, but the darkness 
was still mine. His lack of understanding of how tier five spells work was the 
deciding factor in his defeat.' 

The barrage of spells Lith had employed while backstepping wasn't meant to harm 


traitorAIZEN 150 I 415 



to the Balor so much as to keep him focused on Lith and not notice the black veins 
tainting his own spell. 

Lith used Invigoration to return to his peak condition while waiting for Ratpack and 
studying Trou'Bleskamuz' corpse. It didn't turn into smoke, allowing Lith to store 
him inside his pocket dimension. 

'Now let's hope this master is a reasonable guy, otherwise I'll call the army and I'll 
have them make this whole thing collapse.' Lith thought. 

"1 found him! 1 found master!" Ratpack's voice was brimming with joy. He was 
holding an old battered skull with several teeth missing and cracks along its surface. 

"Oh great, another lich!" Lith said while rolling his eyes. The undead had a life force 
weaker than a regular human while his blood core despite being almost completely 
red was reduced to the size of a pea. 

"Nice to meet you, my name is Scourge. Do you have the strength to explain to me 
what's going on?" Lith's magical beast name was his best alias available. Even in 
their evolved forms animals despised undead. 

They would never sell out one of their own in case the lich attempted something 
funny. 

"Of course, dear Scarge." Lichs didn't have any brainpower to waste, so they would 
rarely care for names. Especially if they belonged to an existence as fleeting as a 
human. 

"It's so good to hear a voice which isn't mine or Trouble's. Is he already dead or can 1 
have the pleasure of inflicting him with some pain. Forge?" The red light of undeath 
animating the eyes stared in delight at the blood spattered on the walls. 

"Trouble is dead. Do you mind introducing yourself and telling me what happened?" 
Lith had a hard time not laughing. Between the lich's weakened state and his 
memory, Lith's real identity was airtight. 

"Right, sorry, Sarge. I'm Zolgrish. As for what happened here it's a bit of an 
embarrassing story." He said. 

Lith noticed that the cracks on the skull were disappearing and the missing teeth 
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were popping up like mushrooms. 


"As you surely know, being a lich isn't all fun and games. One of the most annoying 
things about it, is the need to keep your phylactery at hand." Zolgrish's words made 
no sense to him, but Lith just nodded and let him talk. 

According to Kalla, young liches would sooner or later go mad due to their prolonged 
isolation or at least lose their common sense until time stabilized their mental 
condition. 

Zolgrish seemed to be a textbook case. Either that, or he had lost it after becoming an 
undead. 

"It holds half of our soul, so the farther we get from it, the weaker we become. 1 set 
up this lab at the fringes of my phylactery's range. 1 was at my full strength and at the 
same time far away enough to check on the progress of my work. 

"This whole complex was supposed to work as a relay point for my phylactery. If my 
experiment succeeded, 1 would have been able to expand my area of activity to the 
entire Kellar region." Zolgrish sighed. 

'Dammit! Even becoming a lich is out of the question now. 1 always wondered why 
they never disguised their phylactery as a pebble and threw it in the ocean or 
something. 1 knew it was too good to be true.' Lith thought. 

"Everything was going fine. The mines provided me with all the silver 1 needed, the 
arrays amplified the signal, and my immortal minions provided me with an 
inexhaustible workforce." Zolgrish said. 

"Wait a minute. Immortal minions?" Lith echoed. 

"Well, yes. Lesser undead are too stupid, greater undead are too dangerous in the 
long run, while living beings are so annoying. You have to feed them train them, and 
once they die you need to find a replacement. Rinse and repeat. 

"To avoid the issue, 1 bound their souls to my phylactery, so that whatever happened 
to me would happen to them. It was the perfect solution. It guaranteed their loyalty 
and provided for most of their living expenses. 

"Whenever of them dies, he is reborn with his memories. Whenever they are hungry. 
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kill a few and let the others feast on the corpse. From farm to table!" Zolgrish 
maniacal laugh gave Lith the creeps. 

'That's why some corpses disappeared upon death while others remained. His device 
resurrects them only if the body is destroyed, or rather, stripped to the bone. This 
creature is raving mad. No wonder his minions revolted. The question is: how?' Lith 
thought. 

"Sure, the procedure has a survival rate of 0.01%, but monsters spawn fast and 
nobody misses them. No harm no foul. Or so 1 thought. Over time, 1 took two of my 
most intelligent minions as lab assistants. 

"Dann'Kah the ore and his mastery over magic crystals have proven invaluable for 
increasing the power of my creations. It took me a while to kill him into submission, 
but once the deed was done, the sky was the limit for my forgemastering. 

"Yozmogh the Balor with his eyes was a perfect amplifier for my spells. Sure, they 
would explode from time to time, but nothing that a swift death couldn't fix. 

"What 1 didn't take into account is that, since their souls are stored next to mine 
inside the phylactery, the repeated cycles of death and rebirth allowed them to feel 
the energy flow, until they became able to manipulate it! 
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CHAPTER 538 
MASTER PLAN (2) 


"Those ungrateful dogs bid their time and waited for the moment when I was about 
to complete the amplification device to enact their plan. Yozmogh attacked me while 
1 was at my weakest, while Dann'Kah used his crystal to redirect the energy from my 
phylactery to their bodies instead of mine! 

"You can imagine the rest." Zolgrish said. His skeletal body was now complete and he 
was standing on his own. The lich's blood core had returned to a normal size, but 
over half of it was black. 

"So, after defeating you, they discovered they shared your limited freedom of 
movement." Lith said as Zolgrish nodded in approval. 

"It explains why they didn't leave despite having opened so many exits, but not what 
they are fighting for nor why they attacked the nearby city alarming the residents." 

"There was never any love between Dann'Kah and Yozmogh, the only thing uniting 
them was their common enemy: me. Once they discovered how to use my life force 
to undo the effects of their race's fall, they wanted to kill each other. 

"The first one who dies will be resurrected again, but will lose his grip on my life 
force, leaving the other one in possession of most of my powers! As for the attacks on 
the city, the explanation is quite simple. 1 chose only males as my slaves, to keep their 
number in check." 

'Decades of sausage fest! With the monsters' libido, it's no wonder they risked going 
so far despite their weakened state. They must have been looking for females.' Lith 
thought. 

"Why didn't Trouble turn into smoke?" 

"He wasn't one of my servants, but one of my lab rats. With three eyes, he was quite a 
rare specimen, since Balors usually have just one or two. 1 couldn't risk his life. 1 
assume Yozmogh didn't restore his strength because he was one of the few that 
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could leave for good." Zolgrish said. 


"Only a few more questions." Lith said. 

"What are you planning to do? And more importantly, are you willing to compensate 
me for my troubles?" 

"Well, dear Marge, in my weakened state 1 can take on my minions, but not their 
generals. As long as the amplifier is active, all the energy coming and going from my 
phylactery is under their control, while I'm stuck in the condition 1 was when they 
overpowered me. 

"My plan is to shut down the device, get my strength back, and kill those bastards for 
good. 1 just need to touch my phylactery to banish their souls and send them into 
oblivion! As for your reward..." Zolgrish walked to one of the opened silver doors. 

A simple touch of his hand depowered it and another one took it off its hinges. 
Weakened or not, the lich was still quite powerful. 

"Consider this an advance." 

Lith stored the door inside his pocket dimension, nodding in agreement. Yet he had 
no intention of trusting such a deranged creature. There was no telling what the lich 
would do once he regained his full powers. 

At the same time, turning down his help would have been foolish. Now that Lith 
knew about his opponents' limitations, worst case scenario he could always Warp to 
safety and wait for the army. 

The two ringleaders would leave the complex and risk dying by his hand, while the 
weakened lich wasn't his match there, let alone if they fought near Jambel, away 
from the amplifier. 

"Where is the device?" Lith asked. 

"On the fourth floor, but we better get moving. Without Trouble constantly breaking 
me apart as a hobby, Dann'Kah and Yozmogh will have already noticed that Tm back 
at..." Zolgrish waved at himself. 

"Let's call this humiliating, inferior form my peak condition." He sighed. "As 1 already 
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told you, Bart, the three of us are linked. They are like dams that prevent the mana 
from my phylactery from flowing into me. 

"1 doubt they will come here in person, but their lieutenants are likely to be on their 
way." 

Lith cursed as he took point, moving towards the stairs. 

"Master, Ratpack so happy to see you. Ranger and his bright Lady scary." The little 
creature seemed to have gotten his spunk back. He looked at Lith with eyes full of 
disdain. 

"Enough of your nonsense, Ratpack. First, stealth is our best ally. Second, 1 told you 
countless times: ghosts don't exist." 

Lith didn't know whether to laugh or cry at an undead who didn't believe in 
supernatural. 

"But master, she right here! She has very long hair, all dressed in gold and with many 
chains binding her." He said while pointing the air above Lith's right shoulder. 

'Can he really see me?' Solus was astonished. Aside from the chains, the description 
fitted her. 

"Sounds familiar. Can you describe her to me?" Lith never stopped moving, looking 
left and right with Life Vision to avoid the enemies patrolling the seventh floor. 

"She very tall." Ratpack said. 

'Good news, whatever he sees, it's not you. You're many things but tall is not one of 
them. He's just delirious.' Lith thought in relief. 

'You jerk! Tm tall by his standards.' With her 1.54 meters [5'1"}, Solus was way taller 
than Ratpack who was just 1.3 meters [4'3"}. 

"Is she this big, with blonde floating hair, and a fat belly?" Lith's words made Solus 
swear like an angry truck driver. 

'It's not my fault if you don't have any other relevant features!' 
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"Yes, yes, and Ratpack doesn't know. Dress cover her." 


'Okay, now I'm positive he's delirious.' 

'No, think about it.' Solus said. 'I'm in my ring form, so what he sees could be my soul, 
my real appearance! Ask him about my eyes, my face, everything.' 

"Can you describe her to me?" Lith couldn't refuse her request, even though he found 
it ridiculous. 

"She very ugly." Ratpack made Solus almost cry. 

"She like you. Her brown eyes too big, ears too big, and her face creepy. She looks... 
kind." After a while Lith and Solus both realized that Ratpack used himself as a 
standard, making all humans ugly in his eyes. 

When he found even Tista's hologram disgusting. Solus sighed in relief. 

'This moron can't distinguish Kamila from the Queen, he's of no use.' Lith thought. 

Then, he asked him about what kind of dress the bright Lady was wearing and if her 
chains had anything unusual. Both answers surprised Solus and Lith. 

According to Ratpack, Solus was wearing a golden roman toga and sandals. It was an 
attire outdated for centuries, that Lith only knew about from the pictures in Mogar's 
history books. 

"Chains all unusual." Ratpack said. "She bound by two kinds of them. One is big and 
bind Lady to you. Other one is thinner and restrain her. Two thin chains are broken 
and she keeps hammering a third. Chain makes sparks but hold, so Lady never 
stops." 

"How many chains are left?" Lith's mind was spinning at top gear, but the only thing 
that came to him was the gemstones that appeared on her gauntlet form every time 
that Solus unlocked a new ability. 

She had recently developed a second one of which he had yet to make sense. 
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CHAPTER 539 
MASTER PLAN (3) 


"Four. You believe Ratpack?" He asked. 

"Yes. From your description, she reminds me of an old friend of mine who passed 
away long ago." Lith nodded. 

Then, to Zolgrish he asked: "How can he see ghosts? What kind of creature is 
Ratpack?" 

"It would be nice if he could." The lich sighed. 

"It would mean that at least he isn't a complete failure. Ratpack is a chimera, 1 made 
him by assembling the corpses of an elf child and a Balor. Then, 1 used necromancy to 
raise the corpse as a vampire. 

"He was supposed to be the ultimate being. An immortal, natural shapeshifter 
vampire in perfect tune with the world energy like an elf, and with a Balor's Evil 
Eyes, capable of amplifying each of his spells. 

"Instead he kept the build of the child and the inability to handle the world energy of 
the Balors. Becoming a vampire messed things up even more because neither elves 
nor Balors usually become undead. That's why Ratpack is Ratpack. 

"That said, ghosts do not exist. They are just a superstition, whereas undead are 
magical creatures, and magic is science. All undead can be killed and need to feed, 
but ghosts? What could they possibly eat? 

"How could you destroy something that has no body? If ghosts were real, with all the 
people that die every day on Mogar, there would be more undead than living. Believe 
me, Snart, there is no return from death." The sadness in his voice surprised Lith 

"Whoever she was, no matter how important she was to you, she's gone. The sooner 
you accept it, the better. Ratpack is funny and loyal, but he is not the sharpest tool in 
the shed." 
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Yet Ratpack's words triggered something inside Solus. 


For a moment, she spaced out as unknown images and sounds flooded her mind. At 
first, she was running away from something. She had no idea what it was, but she 
knew that stopping or stumbling meant death. 

The vegetation of the woods kept whipping her face and a few pebbles had gotten 
inside her sandals, hurting her feet with every step she took. Her chest felt heavy, her 
breath was ragged yet she didn't dare to slow down. 

Then she was watching the sunset together with a woman so tall that she seemed 
like a giant, someone she called "mom". Solus barely reached her hips, and was 
clinging to the woman's hand that was much bigger than her own. 

"Stop daydreaming, child." A cranky feminine voice said. 

"You can't become the next Ruler of the Flames if you don't focus on the Forge." 

"Yes, Master Menadion." Solus's voice replied as the purple flame in front other 
shattered, returning her to Zolgrish's underground lab. 

Lith shared all the fear, the love, and the admiration she felt as the fleeting memories 
passed, but had no idea what was causing them until she shared her visions with 
him. 

'Are you thinking what I'm thinking?' She asked. 

'Yes. As I've always told you, you are a person, not a thing. No matter if you were 
born human, beast, or tower. The moment you gained feeling and self-awareness you 
were a person to me. The only real revelation is that your memories aren't entirely 
lost.' Lith replied. 

They both had hoped that, since she still remembered what the complete tower 
looked like and the passing of time after her late master's demise. Solus could 
recover part of her past together with her powers. 

Yet after so many years with no sign of improvement, they had relinquished that 
thought. At least until that day. Now Solus could remember picking out a dress 
among many and the feeling of a silver hammer in her hand. 
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They were too faint to be memories. They were more like impressions left by an 
action performed so many times to have left a mark in her subconscious. Solus didn't 
let herself be swayed by the joy those images brought her. 

On the contrary, Master Menadion's words made her focus even more on their 
predicament. 

'Lith, we need a plan.' She said. 

'To make one, we need information and rest. Have Zolgrish open one of the rooms 
for you. Remember that you have been fighting non stop ever since we entered the 
underground complex.' 

Lith nodded. Even though he had used Invigoration only twice, healing his wounds 
had taken a toll on his body. He needed to eat to restore his natural stamina. 

Zolgrish didn't like being ordered around, but without Lith his only asset was 
Ratpack. He could only suck it up and open one of the doors on the seventh floor. 
After making sure no one had followed them, Lith sat down and took some food out 
of his pocket dimension. 

"1 get the part about shutting down the device, but how do you plan to do it? If it's 
the key to their power and they know of your escape, it's likely to be heavily 
guarded." Lith said while chewing beef jerky. 

"What plan? You were so confident that 1 was just following your lead, dear Garb. It's 
not my problem if something goes wrong. Ratpack and 1 cannot die." The lich 
shrugged. 

Lith took some deep breaths to calm himself. Suddenly the underground complex 
looked like more like a tomb than a magnificent loot crate. 

'This idiot is even more deranged than 1 thought. 1 need to contact the army as my 
back up plan. Worst case scenario, they destroy the complex, the lich returns to 
wherever his phylactery is, and 1 can stage my death to get plausible deniability. 

'If 1 make Zolgrish believe I'm dead due to the lab's collapse, he will not resent me.' 
He thought. 

'1 don't get why Borg is so nervous.' Zolgrish thought. 'Worst case scenario. I'll make 
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the arrays surrounding the lab collapse and flatten the mountain. Sure, I'll lose my 
lab and Borg will lose his life, but he's just a human. 

'That way. I'd get my powers back and destroy the device. It's a win-win. At least for 
me.' Mean minds did indeed think alike. 

"What kind of weapons do your minions have at their disposal?" Lith asked. 

"Only those 1 made for the kitchen staff. It's unbelievable how they struggled to 
butcher daily specials. 1 had to forge a few tools because they refused to give up. 
Some monsters are tough to kill bare handed and the meals ended being delayed." 

"What about the treasury? Or the Armory?" 

"Double lock. To open them they require my mana, to which sadly Yozmogh and 
Dann'Kah have access, and a combination. 1 never shared it with anyone, not even 
Ratpack, so they should be safe." 

Zolgrish drummed his fingers on the ground. There was something he was missing. 

"Oh, yeah. They're not proper weapons, but they could use the excavation and lab 
tools. They were never intended to be used in battle so their effects are simple, but 
they are quite powerful." 

"That's just great!" Lith said. 

"Can you please tell me that you know what the abilities are of all the monsters who 
reverted to their pre fallen state? 1 need at least one piece of good news." 

"Sorry, but no. It was an unexpected development and they never bothered to share 
their discoveries with me, except when they used their newfound powers to kick the 
crap out of me. 

"What 1 can tell you, is that Dann'Kah has somehow shrunk his purple crystal into a 
ring. It allows him to stir the surrounding world energy as if it's a soup and to cast 
tier five spells non stop. And he never learned tier five magic! 
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CHAPTER 540 
MASTER PLAN (4) 


"As for Yozmogh, he went from a two eyed Balor to a six eyed one. The change made 
him physically weaker than before, but the raw power of each one of his spells is 
unparalleled." 

"Fuck it! 1 need some fresh air." Lith said as he opened a Warp Steps which led as far 
from the lab as he could manage. Even if somehow someone followed him, they 
would be so weak that he could pulverize them in the blink of an eye. 

"Ratpack, the human seems to be a little touchy. Are you sure he is the strongest, 
smartest, bravest champion you could find?" Zolgrish asked. 

"Of course, master." 

"What makes you so sure about it?" 

"He only survivor. All others died, so he best one." Ratpack said. 

Zolgrish slapped Ratpack's on the back of his head, wondering if Lamb would ever 
return. 




While the lich was cursing the gods for giving him Ratpack, Lith took out his army 
communicator the moment the Warp Steps closed behind him and called his handler. 

"I've disposed of the next unit of monsters. Jambel is safe for now, but I've got bad 
news. The dungeon has turned out to be the abandoned lab of an ancient mage. It's 
not just their numbers that are a problem, but also the fact that some of them are 
mutated." 

"Mutated how?" Kamila asked. That word reminded her of the past monster 
outbreaks, making her worry. 
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"They are not like the wargs." Lith replied almost reading her mind. 


"Their behaviour is like 1 expected it to be, only their abilities are boosted. Either it's 
selective breeding or magical enhancement of sorts, 1 don't know. The situation is 
very volatile, there are two dungeon masters, not just one. 

"An ogre shaman and a Balor." Lith could almost hear Kamila flinching on the other 
side of the conversation. Lith was reporting nearly the truth, sticking to what Lord 
Wyalon had already reported. 

"Is there really a Balor?" Kamila asked. 

"More than one." Lith took out Trouble's body as proof. 

"What's worse, they have access to some magical tools they managed to repurpose 
into weapons. So far the two groups were too busy fighting among themselves, but if 
they get out of there, we're talking about at least a thousand mutated monsters 
armed to the teeth." 

"What's your plan?" The more Kamila heard, the more worried she became. 

'Why the heck did 1 start an argument about his past? 1 don't want our last 
conversation to be a stupid quarrel.' She thought. 

"The complex has no array blocking dimensional magic, so 1 can get in and out of it 
fast. My plan is to create a distraction and kill the two leaders. If 1 manage to cut off 
the head of the snake, the rioting caused by the power vacuum should do the rest. 

"1 know 1 can do it, but 1 want you to keep a group of Wardens on stand by. If you 
don't hear from me within a few hours, send them to these coordinates and have 
them bring the whole complex down." 

Lith then confirmed the position of the entrances Baron Wyalon had found to her 
and explained the nature of the arrays surrounding the place, making the Wardens' 
work much easier. 

'If only 1 was a better Warden and there wasn't a frigging lich involved 1 could do it 
myself. This way when everything starts collapsing, Zolgrish will have no reason to 
suspect me.' 
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"Copy that, Ranger Verhen. Please, remember that you can always pull out and wait 
for reinforcements." Kamila's hologram appeared suddenly. Her voice was 
professional and detached as always, but her eyes contained a desperate plea. 

"1 wish 1 could." That part at least was true. 

"There's a big snowstorm incoming. If we don't settle this now, Jambel and its 
citizens will be completely isolated for days. Bad weather is nothing to an ore 
shaman, the monsters would slaughter them like lambs." 

'Or rather, 1 can't live with a lich breathing down my neck for the destruction of his 
lab.' He actually thought. 

"Copy that." Kamila said. Before the hologram could completely disappear, Lith's 
civilian amulet pulled at his consciousness. 

"Are you insane calling me from work? Your supervisor will flay you for that!" 

"Who cares! Are you alright? You have never called for back up before, not even for 
the Black Star. Be honest with me, how bad is it?" She said. 

'Dammit, now 1 understand why on Earth relationship in the workplace were 
frowned upon. Lying to my handler is one thing, doing it to my fear stricken 
girlfriend is another.' Lith thought. 

"Pretty bad. Don't worry, though. If shit hits the ceiling. I'll Warp out of there in the 
blink of an eye." Even a vengeful lich was better than a dead Ranger. 

"Please, be safe. Call me as soon as you're done with the mission, no matter the hour, 
okay?" 

Lith nodded, knowing that no words could reassure her. He closed the call and 
Warped back to Zolgrish. 

"Did you have any brilliant ideas during your stroll?" The lich sneered. 

"Actually yes. Why don't we take a few weapons from your armory to make our lives 
easier?" Lith asked. 

"Because if 1 imprint them with my mana, Dann'Kah and Yozmogh could use them 
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too if they get their hands on them. I don't trust Ratpack to use anything more 
dangerous than a broom, and whatever you imprint I would have no way to get back. 
Unless 1 were to kill you, of course." 

"What if you consider it the rest of my payment?" Lith couldn't refute that logic, but 
he could propose an alternative. 

"And what would prevent you from abandoning me here? Maybe even taking a few 
souvenirs? It's not like 1 could stop you even if 1 wanted. 1 prefer to keep you 
motivated, Nolon." 

As Lith had predicted, they found little surveillance on the road to the fourth floor, 
where the device was located. Unfortunately, it was because most of the guards had 
been recalled to right in front of the lab's door. 

The ore shaman and the Balor hated each other, but they knew that if their former 
master were to regain his powers, he would turn their eternal lives into a living hell. 

Lith, Zolgrish, and Ratpack were stuck near the stairway leading from the fifth to the 
fourth underground floor. 

"How does your minions' resurrection process work? 1 need to know if fighting them 
is worth the effort or if it would just be a waste of time and mana." Lith said. 

"It works just like mine." Zolgrish replied. His condescending tone showed once 
again how the lich considered such information to be common sense. 

"If my body gets completely destroyed, it takes me between one and three days to be 
regenerated near my phylactery back to my peak condition. The stronger one is, the 
longer it takes the phylactery to store enough word energy. 

"It shouldn't take it more than a few minutes to restore those weaklings. Yet 
remember that if you don't destroy their bodies, they will remain corpses for a 
couple of hours. That's the optimal time required to field dress and consume them. 

"It should be more than enough to get in and shut down the device. You're worrying 
for nothing." 

"1 don't think so. We don't know who's inside the lab..." Unfortunately, the lab was so 
full of powerful magics that Life Vision was as useless as mana sense. 
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CHAPTER 541 

THE BEST LAID PLANS... (1) 


“...and if they stall us long enough, reinforcements could destroy the bodies we left 
behind. If that happens, we'd end up surrounded and killed in no time. Luckily for 
me. I've got a better idea" Lith said. 

He was so used to relying on Solus's mana sense and on Life Vision that using Fire 
Vision felt wrong. It was one of Lith's oldest skills, that he now used mostly to cook 
since Life Vision had proved to be superior in combat. 

Fire vision granted him the magical equivalent of thermal goggles, allowing him to 
see in the dark in a scale of colors according to the temperature of his surroundings. 
The lab was lit by light crystals that didn't emit heat, otherwise he would have been 
blinded. 

Fire Vision provided no information about the strength of the enemy, but still could 
identify their position and size. Lith stood still for a while, studying the patrols' 
timing and routes. 

'1 can't afford to make mistakes. One false step and we'll be swarmed. Meeting 
Ratpack was a blessing in disguise. Without his information, 1 would have taken my 
sweet time opening the doors and who knows what could have happened.' Lith 
thought. 

He worried more about the ore shaman than the Balor. As far as he knew, only the 
former could block his dimensional magic thanks to ores' innate ability to 
manipulate mana crystals. 

Dimensional magic was a powerful tool. Lith relied on it for both offense and 
defense. Most of his contingency plans were impossible without it. After he was sure 
that he had a clear understanding of their situation, Lith went upstairs and followed 
one of the patrols. 

He cursed when he saw that they were all ores reverted to their elven state. They 
moved lithe as cats, with lean limbs more fitting for a professional dancer than the 
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brutes they were. 


The enemies would have spotted Lith's group immediately if not for the Hush zone 
and the smell canceling spell he had enveloped them with. Lith kept several spells at 
the ready while intently following the patrol movements with Fire Vision. 

The moment the ores met a patrol of reverted ogres, Lith unleashed the spirit magic 
tendrils he had prepared and snapped their necks. Then, he waved his hand, making 
a Warp Steps appear below their feet. 

It moved the corpses into one of the cells on the seventh floor, of which Lith had 
memorized the coordinates and closed the door before leaving. 

Ten elite enemies were swallowed by the dimensional corridor and locked away in 
one fell swoop. No one could destroy their bodies now. 

"Quick! We must move before the other patrols notice their disappearance." Lith 
said. Zolgrish nodded at what's-his-name ingenuity and followed his lead. 

Together they quickly cleaned the external corridors of patrols. Even in his 
weakened state, Zolgrish had no problems using water magic to freeze his 
opponents and dimensional magic to lock them away. 

Once they reached the lab's nearest door, Lith made way for the lich. He didn't need 
Life Vision to know the door was enchanted. The many mana crystals fused into its 
surface couldn't be just for decoration. 

Zolgrish raised his skeletal right hand in front of the solid silver door, making a 
holographic spiral made of runes appear. 

"Interesting." He said after the door refused to open. 

"They have managed to tamper with my code. 1 wonder if their newfound 
intelligence comes from reverting the effects of the falling or from mastering the 
connection with my essence now inhabiting their bodies. 

"The latter possibility is kind of disturbing." 

The tinge of worry in the lich's voice made Lith even more paranoid than usual. 
While Zolgrish worked the door's command panel, he checked their surroundings 
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again and prepared a few extra spells. 


'My preparation was meticulous and the execution of my plan flawless, yet 1 can't 
help being worried. If Dann'Kah and Yozmogh really are this smart, then they're 
bound to be close.' He thought. 

'To make matters worse, they just need to tamper with one of the elements 
composing the world energy to seal my dimensional magic. There are too many 
things that can go wrong. Solus, be ready to intervene.' 

She was careful to shapeshift slowly from under his sleeve, while the lich was still 
focused on the door. When her arm protector form manifested, she made it appear as 
though he had simply taken it out from a dimensional item. 

Zolgrish finally cracked the code and turned towards Lith. 

"We're in." The lich said while looking at him like it was the first time they met. 

"You seem different, somehow. Have you done something with your hair?" 

The door opened, revealing the biggest Forgemastering lab Lith had ever seen. It 
extended as far as the eye could see, taking up the entire floor. There was no room or 
wall separating the various sections of the lab, only pillars to keep the ceiling 
standing. 

The stone walls had been carved into bookshelves and each one of them was filled 
with ancient tomes or scrolls. The richly decorated spines of the books were the only 
element of color in the otherwise honey hued stone surface. 

A blue translucent force field covered all the bookshelves, protecting their content 
from the energy employed and released during the Forgemastering experiments. 

Lith counted at least twenty Forges. 

"Forge" was how Forgemasters referred to the silver tables they used for their work. 
Every forge inside the lab was covered in runes of power, which formed magic circles 
still pulsing with blue energy. 

Some circles were complete, others were works in progress, but all of them had an 
object resting on their center, ready to be enchanted. 
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Much to Lith's surprise, the books were arranged according to a color code that went 
from black to white, going through the complete light spectrum. 

'What the heck? Could he have split the books according to the mana core required? 
Solus, are you sure he isn't an Awakened?' Lith was already worried about ore 
shamans always being Awakened ones. 

The idea that even the Balor could become one by accessing Zolgrish's memories 
was enough to reconsider his plan and call the army to have them raze the area. 

'Pretty sure. So far he has chanted all of his spells and his mana flow is static. Either 
he is a fake mage or he has lost his status of Awakened together with most of his 
powers. My money on the former.' She replied. 

"What does the color code mean?" Lith asked. He needed to make sure it was just a 
coincidence. 

"What code? That would be an idiotic thing to do. The books are in alphabetical 
order. 1 had them bound that way so that each Forge has its own room." Zolgrish 
walked double time towards the Forge at the north west end of the room. 

Unlike the other silver tables, there was nothing on it except five concentric circles of 
runes that glowed with a golden light instead of the common blue. 

"Where's the device?" Lith said while sighing in relief. 

"You're looking at it." The lich replied. 

"Only amateurs use common silver tables for a masterpiece. True Forgemasters use 
adamant. It conducts mana as well as silver but it's hundreds of times more resilient. 
Plus, you can shapeshift it into any form you may need. 

"It makes it much easier to inscribe runes with perfect symmetry on the vessel for 
your spell since you have an ample surface that you can later rearrange in the shape 
and size of your choosing." 
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CHAPTER 542 

THE BEST LAID PLANS... (2) 


At a wave of his hand, the silver table turned into a giant ring as big as a double door. 
Mystical energies flowed from the air into the construct as the space inside the ring 
was filled by a red and black essence that Lith recognized as part of a blood core. 

"1 don't like it. Why is there no one in here?" Lith asked while using all of his senses 
to scan the area. 

"Because the security level was set so that anyone without my energy signature 
would die upon entering." 

At those words, Lith conjured several barriers as the gems on Solus' arm protector 
form glowed with mana. 

"Relax! I've disabled them." Zolgrish laughed at the Ranger's panic. 

"You idiot! Doesn't that mean that every one of those who share your essence could 
be waiting for us?" Lith rebuked. 

"Oh, please. You're simply..." Zolgrish's amusement disappeared as dozens of 
reverted monsters wielding magical tools appeared from thin air. 

"...right. Dammit!" The lich waved his hand again, causing the ring to shapeshift back 
into a table. 

"Not so fast." A deep and melodious voice said. 

Two humanoid creatures appeared right next to the device. One was wearing a grey 
magician's robe, leaving only his head and hands exposed. He was 1.78 meters 
[5'10"} tall, with light brown skin and shoulder-length golden hair. 

His pointy ears parted his hair, revealing a slender neck which together with his 
delicate features gave him a feminine look. Only his pupils, flaming from the red 
mana coursing within, betrayed his real nature. 
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On the ring finger of his right hand rested a purple ring made of crystal. Now that 
Dann'Kah had activated it, it was filled with so much mana that it eclipsed the rest of 
the lab to Solus's mana sense. 

'Whatever it is, it's not just a simple crystal.' Solus tried to make sense of what she 
was staring at. 

'It contains multiple different energy signatures, like it's composed of several living 
beings compressed together. How could an ore create a cursed object in so little 
time?' 


The answer was that he didn't. Whenever an ore shaman used a powerful mana 
crystal long enough, they would leave an imprint on it. Their successors, if talented 
enough, could use such imprints to access part of their ancestors' experience and 
their most used spells. 

Recalling the spells of a single shaman was a hard and complex matter because the 
further in the past they had lived, the fainter their trace was and the harder it was to 
find it. 

Dann'Kah was different. After recovering the abilities his race possessed before their 
fall, he had discovered that he was able to activate all of the imprints left by his 
forefathers. It was the residual mana from the past shamans that Solus had mistaken 
for life forces. 

Dann'Kah was using part of the lich's undead energies to keep them permanently 
active and have access to tier four and five spells. The residual mana mixed with the 
undead life force gave those echoes from the past a semblance of life. 

Dann'Kah believed he had conjured his ancestors' spirits and that they were guiding 
him from the netherworld, bestowing their knowledge upon him. 

Unfortunately, the truth was that by having so many memories flooding his mind 
along with centuries of hatred and rage, Dann'Kah was on the verge of madness. He 
was constantly shaking his head, but not because of the effort from undoing 
Zolgrish's will. 

He was trying to make the voices in his head shut up long enough for him to achieve 
his goal. 
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The second creature was bare-chested, wearing only pants. Yozmogh was 2.3 meters 
[77"} tall, with pale blue skin and a cascade of long silver hair reaching his waist. He 
had the body of a Greek god, with muscles that looked like they had been chiseled 
rather than trained. 

He had six eyes on his face and six feathered wings emerging from his back. Each one 
of the eyes was a different color, based on the element inhabiting it, and so were his 
wings. 

The eyes on the creature's forehead were red and blue, those under his eyebrows 
were black and white, while those on his cheekbones were brown and yellow. Both 
Lith and Solus wondered if there was any connection between Balors and Lith's 
hybrid form. 

Aside from lacking a seventh one on the forehead, the Balor's eyes were positioned 
exactly the same way. 

The wings on his back followed the same pattern as the eyes and seemed to be made 
of pure elemental energies. 

"Power down this damn lab or they'll use it against us!" Lith said as he conjured 
several streams of lightning to disperse the enemies and stop whatever Dann'Kah 
was doing. 

Yozmogh's yellow wing crackled like thunder, and suddenly Lith's spells were drawn 
to it like the wing was a powerful magnet. The yellow wing stored the energy and 
purified it from Lith's mana before transferring it to the yellow eye. 

"Humans should not fight their gods." Yozmogh said. His voice was quiet and solemn. 
There was no arrogance nor threat in it, he was only stating what he considered to 
be the truth. 

The dryad-ogres joined their hands, forming a wall of vines that quickly surrounded 
Lith as several reverted trolls activated the tools in their four hands to strike him 
down through the openings their companions created for them. 

Each troll wielded two golden staves, each with what looked like a ruby the size of an 
apple on their tops, which emitted jet streams of blue flames. 

While Zolgrish and Dann'Kah were engaged in a battle of sheer willpower, Ratpack 
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fled from the scene and hid inside the closest shadow, hoping that no one would 
notice him. 


The lich's blood core was diminished, but his mind was intact. Even though 
Dann'Kah was several times stronger than him and wielded the same energies, 
keeping them in check was a constant struggle for the ore. 

Zolgrish had no such problem. It was his energy, his lab. They both responded to his 
thoughts like they were an extension of his body. 

"What are you waiting for? Destroy him!" Dann'Kah ordered to his orc-elves. He was 
well aware that if it weren't for the purple crystal on his finger he would have 
already been bested. 

The mining tools the reverted ores were equipped with looked like silver rods, about 
one meter [3,3 feet} long, with topaz embedded along their sides. 

They amplified the mana they were imbued with to generate energy blades capable 
of easily cutting through rock. The ores had spent countless hours in the mines, 
slaving away for the lich. 

Their mastery with the cutting tools was equaled only by their resentment for him, 
so as soon as Dann'Kah gave the order, they had the rods in their hands shape their 
mana into the form of a mace and struck mercilessly at Zolgrish from every side. 

After being pulverized by Trouble for months, what such weapons could inflict to the 
lich was merely discomfort. His pride was almost crushed seeing his creations used 
against him, seeing his slaves dare to raise their hand against their master. 

Almost. 

Now that he was so close to the device, which Dann'Kah was so kindly keeping half 
open, all the energy he would lose due to the wounds inflicted upon him would be 
absorbed by the ring and returned to him in barely a second. 

Countless possibilities appeared in Zolgrish's mind and a cruel smile would have 
formed on his face if only he had one. 

'The situation is much better than I predicted. Mario is unlikely to survive, but hired 
help is always expendable.' The lich thought. 
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CHAPTER 543 
PAST VS PRESENT (1) 


Zolgrish ignored the pain from his skeletal limbs being constantly crushed and 
regenerated, focusing on the adamant forge. 

'Yozmogh and Dann'Kah are too close to the amplifier for me to open the control 
panel and shut it down. Dann'Kah's obstinacy to keep it open means they needed me 
to activate it. Their control over my essence must be poor.' He thought. 

'1 don't get why Luigi wants me to shut down the lab, but since he is likely to die, 1 
might as well grant his last wish.' 

The lich stomped his foot on the power line of the array fuelling the lab. Everything 
that didn't have his own pseudo core went dark. 

'We're back baby!' Lith and Solus thought in unison as most of the interference from 
their surroundings disappeared, making Life Vision and mana sense useful again. 

Lith had managed to survive up to that point only thanks to his multiple layered 
barrier. The wall of vines made up by the reverted ogres limited his movements and 
the trolls would strike at him with their enchanted tools whenever he tried to escape 
the encirclement. 

Their staves emitted blue flames which reached thousands of degrees, capable of 
turning a man into charcoal with just one hit. Even when they missed, they made the 
air too hot to be breathable unless Lith cooled it down with water magic. 

To make matters worse, up to that point Yozmogh had neutralized the spells Lith had 
conjured to defend himself with his wings. Not only did he almost cause Lith's death 
multiple times, but also all of his eyes were brimming with stored energy. 

'I'll deal with him later. First 1 need to get rid of the trolls.' Lith thought as he Blinked 
right behind one of the reverted creatures. With Life Vision working again, the wall 
of vines no longer blocked his line of sight. 
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"Behind you." Yozmogh warned them as the Ranger came out from his exit point. Lith 
had Solus keep an eye on him, he couldn't afford any distraction in the task at hand. 


His arms moved like snakes, striking at each troll multiple times. The trolls laughed 
at his wasted efforts and unleashed new jets of blue flames. With their thick skin and 
powerful muscles, that kind of attacks didn't even tickle. On the contrary, they felt 
full of vigor. 

Or so they thought before falling to their knees, writhing in agony. 

Lith's hits were weak because he knew brute strength and normal magic were 
pointless. Normal trolls' regenerative abilities made them hard to kill, whereas those 
in front of him would resurrect in a matter of minutes. 

Lith had to save his strength for and from Yozmogh. He couldn't afford the Balor 
stealing any more of his mana, so the strikes were merely a vessel, each one imbued 
with a light spell. 

Healing magic was the trolls' bane, overloading their already too efficient 
metabolism that caused their perpetual hunger. Lith's spells had pushed them to the 
brink of starvation. Their massive bodies shrunk like each passing second was a day 
spent fasting. 

"Impressive." Yozmogh gave him a nod of approval. 

"Let's see how you fight when even your eyes betray you." 

Yozmogh revealed that he was holding a small mirror in his left hand. He pointed it 
at the wall of living vines and then to himself, making them both disappear. 

'There was no dimensional door and 1 can still hear the ogre-dryads slithering on the 
floor. Is that invisibility?' Lith asked. 

'It must be that mirror's effect.' Solus pondered. 

'My guess is that it uses gravity magic to bend the light. That must be how they hid 
themselves waiting for Zolgrish to activate the device.' 

'Thanks for the explanation, but how does that help?' 
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'It doesn't. The field it creates is so fine that not even mana sense can pinpoint them. 

I can only give you an approximate location.' Solus said as Lith felt a living wave 
crushing against him. 

The vines coiled around his body, turning visible once again. They tried to dig their 
way through his skin and orifices. 

'Gross! They didn't even buy me a drink first.' Lith activated his tier five spell, Setting 
Sun. It generated a globe made of darkness imbued flames around him that engulfed 
all of the dryads-ogres attacking him. 

The two elements were fused together, allowing the dark energies to move at a 
speed that would otherwise be impossible. Setting Sun was a perfect offense and 
defense that would stay up until all of its mana was exhausted, but Lith didn't plan to 
use it for long. 

'I thought you said that ogres' vines are resistant to fire. Wouldn't it have been better 
to use Ice Age, instead?' Solus asked. 

'That's exactly why Tm using it. Just like with the trolls, I don't want to kill them, just 
to make them suffer. Otherwise they'll just pop up again in an endless loop.' Lith 
explained. 

The darkness magic quickly sapped the ogres' vitality, while the fire magic of Setting 
Sun inflicted them blinding pain but dealt little damage. The moment the vines 
writhed in agony off his body, Lith expanded the sphere of black flames outwards, 
revealing Yozmogh's position. 

As the Balor's gravity sheath dissolved, Lith could see Yozmogh's red and black 
wings brimming with power. He was trying to rob Lith of his spell but to no avail. 

Over the years, Lith had fought opponents more powerful than he was many times. It 
had almost cost him his life, but at the same time, the experiences had given him the 
opportunity to learn from them. 

He had devised Setting Sun after fighting Nalear, while Thrud Griffon and Manohar 
had taught him how to defeat an opponent capable of draining his mana. Just like the 
vortex generated by Thrud's meat puppets, Yozmogh's wings couldn't affect a spell 
animated by its caster's willpower. 
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Lith had understood the nature of the reverted Balor's powers after he had literally 
stolen his thunder, but feigned ignorance to lull Yozmogh's conceit. 

"Such a powerful spell and no chant. You must be an Awakened!" Surprise and joy 
appeared on his face despite the black flames withering his skin. 

Lith had no time to waste bantering. He focused Setting Sun on his fingertips, making 
it rotate faster and faster, until he released it against the Balor in the form of a giant 
spinning thorn. 

Meanwhile, the battle between Zolgrish and Dann'Kah took an unexpected turn too. 

"Hey, idiot. Do you know the origin of the term lich?" Zolgrish said. He grabbed one 
of the orc-elves who, in the heat of the battle, had fallen prey to the ore's natural 
bloodlust and come within arm's reach. 

A simple touch was all Zolgrish needed to leech the vitality of an opponent, but this 
time that wasn't his goal. The undead life force Dann'Kah had shared with his 
lieutenant recognized its only true master and returned to him. 

"Thanks for the meal." Each reverted ore contained only a small portion of Zolgrish's 
power, but it was enough to tip the scale of the battle in his favor. The orc-elves 
attempted to escape, but the lich only needed one of the cantrips he kept at the ready 
to stop them. 

Some even conjured world energy to commit suicide, yet it only backfired. They were 
closer to Zolgrish than to the amplifier, so the undead energy released upon their 
death ended up being siphoned by him. 
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CHAPTER 544 
PAST VS PRESENT (2) 


Ragged clothes appeared on Zolgrish's skeleton as well as flesh and muscles, 
restoring part of his original appearance. Dann'Kah started to panic, his willpower 
was consumed on too many fronts. 

He had to keep at bay the voices in his head, prevent the amplifier from shutting 
down or lose any chance to control it, and fight the undead energies within him 
which were trying to return to their rightful vessel. 

'How the heck does Yozmogh control them so effortlessly? I'm a natural Awakened, 
whereas lichs use fake magic, and Balors are limited to tier three magic. Why am 1 
losing against a pile of bones?' He thought. 

The answer was actually simple. In his arrogance, Dann'Kah had spread his 
resources too thin. As for Zolgrish, he had prepared plenty of spells on his way to the 
lab. Until he lost his focus or run out of spells, he was as powerful as an Awakened. 

To add insult to injury, he only needed to beckon to call back his energies and the 
closer he got to Dann'Kah, the harder it was for the ore to keep them in check. 

Zolgrish was solely focused on the shaman, so Yozmogh could afford to let the 
undead energies escape from his body just to capture them again with his black 
wing. 

Dann'Kah called upon his ancestors to conjure the ancient elven tier five spell. 
Lighthouse. It trapped the lich inside a hard light construct shaped like a cube that 
contained a small tornado. 

Zolgrish wasn't afraid of being ripped to shreds by the violent air currents, so much 
as he was surprised by the offensive light spell. He had never seen one before. 

"Not bad, but let's see if this thing is as strong as it looks." The lich snapped his 
fingers to release the tier five spell Raging Sun. It filled the cube with a blast of 
purple flames that dispersed the air currents forming the tornado, adding the ore's 
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spell power to its own. 


The resulting explosion made the sides of the cube crack as the lich took control of 
the shockwaves it generated with air magic and sent them back and forth against the 
weak points the two colliding spells had created. 

It was an impossible strategy for any creature, living or not. Zolgrish could ignore the 
damage he received only because he had no vitals. 

"You fool!" He laughed as his bones kept cracking and healing. 

"You should have let the device shut down. It would have taken me hours instead of 
seconds to regain my strength. The closer 1 get to it, the stronger 1 become. It's like 
being next to my phylactery to me." 

"Thanks for the information, old man." Dann'Kah replied. He sent the cube rolling to 
the opposite side of the room, following it closely to not lose control of his spell. If 
darkness magic's weakness was its speed, for light magic it was its range. 

"But 1 need the amplifier to take everything from you, just like you took everything 
away from me. My dignity, my honor, even my life. I'll use your life's work to escape 
from this cage and torture you until the end of time." 

"What a coincidence! It's the end of time o'clock for you. Right, Ratpack?" At those 
words, Dann'Kah realized to have brought the lich in the spot he had seen the small 
maggot disappear. 

Ratpack emerged from the shadows, stabbing Dann'Kah with his Coward's Knife 
multiple times before the shaman could even turn around. The enchanted blade was 
a long dagger for a man but it was a short sword to Ratpack. 

Zolgrish had infused it with light and darkness magic. The darkness spell acted as a 
venom against living beings and as an acid against everything else. The light element 
closed the wounds the moment they were opened. 

The forced healing would sap its victim's stamina and accelerate the spreading of the 
venom through their body by enhancing their metabolism. Dann'Kah managed to 
stop the darkness spell with one of his own, but he was helpless against the light 
magic which broke both his focus and his spell. 
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As soon as the cube shattered, Zolgrish dashed forward and grabbed the shaman's 
face with his hands as he summoned back the undead energies that had been stolen 
from him. 

"Thanks, you idiot! I would have never escaped from that thing on my own!" Zolgrish 
said. 

"You're welcome, master!" Ratpack said while turning into a puff of smoke to avoid 
the lightning bolts the ore had unleashed trying to get rid of the small pest. 

"Not you! 1 mean, yes you helped me, but it was sarcasm." Zolgrish sighed at the 
ruined moment. He had been on his last leg, focusing all of his remaining mana on 
the healing process to pretend that he was stronger than he appeared to be. 

Recovering from small wounds like those the tools inflicted was one thing, 
withstanding tier five spells was another. The lich had deceived his captor hoping 
that Ratpack would find the courage to step in the fight. 

The moment the lich and the shaman came into contact, they started a tug of war for 
the control over the undead energies trapped inside the ore's body. 

One second the lich looked almost human, with pink skin covering his face and 
pretty clothes over his body, whereas the ore was once again a bald, tall brute. The 
next moment, Zolgrish was reduced to two arms connected to his skull only by the 
shoulders, and Dann'Kah looked more magnificent than ever. 

The world energy would burst out of his body, forming a crown of pure mana above 
his head and making his skin shine as he had turned into a god. 

"Oh crap." Zolgrish said. He hadn't realized that the channel he had opened between 
the shaman and him could go both ways. 

Even though the undead energy well remembered his touch, now that they were so 
close Dann'Kah could use his crystal ring to steal the little life essence that the lich 
had left. 

"Ratpack! Zalma! 1 need help!" He said. 

Unluckily, Ratpack had run out of courage, and Lith had his plate full. 
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"Dammit! Do you want to dance? Fine, but I'll lead." The moment Zolgrish regained 
the upper hand, he Warped them away. Yozmogh was still busy dealing with Lith, but 
after the lich's call for help, he had noticed how dangerous his situation was. 

If Zolgrish managed to strip the undead energies from Dann'Kah, he would be the 
next. If it was the ore shaman to emerge victorious, they would no longer be equal 
and the Balor's fate would be sealed anyway. 

He ignored Lith's Setting Sun and darted forward to stop Dann'Kah, but the lich beat 
him to the punch, moving his fight to an unknown location. A searing pain spread 
from the Balor's light wing as Lith pierced it with his spell. 

'If I'm right, as long as he has ah six wings, he should be able to use some kind of 
Invigoration by absorbing the six elements that make up the world energy. To gain 
an edge, I must cripple his recovery abilities. 

'Without his light wing, ah the damage I inflict to him will be permanent and he will 
be unable to recover is mana too. Two birds with one stone!' Lith thought. 

Yozmogh couldn't agree more. His conceited expression was replaced by worry as 
the thorn made of black flames turned most of the white feathers into ashes. He 
turned around to protect his exposed back, but Lith managed to follow his 
movements thanks to air fusion. 

The Balor yelled in outrage realizing his mistake. His power was unmatched, but he 
couldn't cast spells against someone outside his line of sight. 
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CHAPTER 545 
EYES AND WINGS (1) 


A Balor's body was unable to channel mana. It was one of the reasons why millennia 
ago such a powerful race had attempted to force their evolution and ended up 
joining the ranks of the Fallen races. 

Unlike all other creatures, they could conjure spells only through their eyes, making 
it vital for them to always face their opponents. Their other biggest limitation was 
their inability to cast spells above tier three. 

The highest tiers of magic required to fuse and manipulate multiple elements at will, 
while each one of the Balors' eyes could only handle one specific element. Activating 
more than one eye at a time was possible, but they were unable to cooperate. 

The only exception was the creation of hard constructs, like weapons or armors 
made from ice. They could be infused with multiple elements, but always one at the 
time. 

Balors couldn't use gravity magic, dimensional magic, nor complex arrays. They were 
unstoppable soldiers on the battlefield, yet as a race, they had been dependant on 
others for the creation of even the simplest enchanted item. 

Yozmogh activated his red eye, turning all the agonizing monsters lying on the floor 
into cinders. Their corpses turned into spheres of smoke that orbited around the 
amplifier. The device started to reconstruct their bodies at a speed visible at the 
naked eye. 

Then, the Balor activated his yellow wing, obtaining the same effects of air fusion. 
The sudden boost in speed allowed him to escape from Lith and put some distance 
between them. 

Lith cursed when he noticed that Yozmogh was capable of using his white eye to 
slowly regenerate the white wing, yet his mood improved when he noticed that the 
mana it stored wasn't being replenished. 
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'It seems that wings and eyes are connected.' Lith thought. 


'Indeed. Unlike Trouble, Yozmogh's eyes cannot accumulate world energy on their 
own. A wounded wing means he cannot recharge the corresponding element, we 
can't allow him to buy even one second.' Solus pointed out. 

Lith darted forward, using a flight spell to match the opponent's speed. The Balor 
was forced to interrupt his healing spell to activate his yellow wing. It allowed him to 
negate Lith's air magic and unleash the lightning bolts he had previously stored. 

Or so he believed. 

After fighting Thrud, Lith had spent hours learning how to infuse his will even inside 
low tiered spells, so Yozmogh attempt to slow him down failed. The focus needed to 
succeed prevented Lith from retaliating to the incoming lightning pillar, but he didn't 
need to. 

Solus opened a small Warp Steps in front of them, which redirected the massive spell 
against the amplifier. The adamant it was made of and the enchantments protecting 
it resisted the assault, but the monsters surrounding it weren't so lucky. 

They had yet to regain half of their bodies that they were once again reduced to 
smoke and ashes. 

"Nice artifact, human. I have some too!" Yozmogh said. A small silver sphere in his 
right hand shone with the intensity of a small sun as he launched himself against the 
enemy. 

Lith was aware of the enormous gap in physical strength between them, but time 
wasn't on his side. Stalling meant giving the Balor the opportunity to recover his 
light wing and his minions. 

'To add insult to injury, I don't know if Zolgrish will prevail. I might be able to deal 
with one of those reverted monsters at a time, but if they team up. I'll be forced to 
leave. Tm greedy, not idiotic.' He thought. 

Lith had noticed several completed artifacts still lying on the Forges. If the lich failed 
his mission, Lith was willing to collect everything he could on his way out as 
compensation. 
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Lith dodged to the side, avoiding a head on clash with the Balor and cast another tier 
five spell, Stormnado. It was a mix of air and darkness, that conjured a thunderstorm 
of poisonous gas. 

The destructive mass of energy and the lab defenses clashed as Lith made sure the 
amplifier was caught in the area of effect of his spell, delaying the reverted monsters' 
resurrection even longer. 

Yozmogh appreciated Stormnado's prowess, considering the pain it inflicted him like 
a foretaste of the power he would wield once he completely assimilated the lich's 
essence. 

His plan was now actually twofold. If before his aim was to undo his own fallen state 
and overcome his ancient limitations, capturing Lith would open endless 
possibilities to him. 

'If 1 can steal the secret of Awakening, Dann'Kah will be no match for me. Both my 
body and magic are superior to his. If not for him being an Awakened, 1 would have 
long had him under my heel!' He thought. 

Yozmogh activated his yellow and black wing, but this time he didn't try to absorb 
Lith's spells. He instead reverted the flow, sending mana from his eyes to his wings 
and making the corresponding elements in the world energy unstable. 

No matter how much Lith focused nor the amount of mana he pumped into 
Stormnado, the spell waned as the two elements composing it became unable to 
coexist. 

'What's happening?' Lith took the Gatekeeper out of his pocket dimension. His flight 
spell failed him too and he couldn't afford to waste more mana. 

'It must be what Zolgrish talked us about. A reverted Balor can not only drain the 
world energy through their wings, but they can also use their stored mana to upset 
the balance and disrupt our magic. 

'To cast an air or darkness spell, you have to counterbalance the distortion Yozmogh 
caused.' Solus said. 

'Easier said than done. Damn lich, stirring the world energy my pale ass, this is 
jamming.' Lith didn't like his odds. The Balor's spells seemed to be unaffected by the 
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mana distortion, making him apparently even more dangerous than the ore shaman 
and his crystal. 

Lith infused himself with all the elements and prepared for the worse. Yozmogh's 
eyes lit up one after the other, emitting highly compressed elemental beams. Lith 
dodged with a roll, but the beams kept following him wherever he moved. 

They were so powerful that even the blue translucent barrier protecting the library 
couldn't keep up. Only the presence of a second barrier below the first one 
prevented the precious tomes from being destroyed. 

"Stop running! 1 need you alive, not healthy." Yozmogh said as his eyes darted along 
the room to follow Lith's irregular footwork. Despite his words, every one of his 
attacks had been aimed to Lith's vitals. 

'Any brilliant ideas?' Lith was almost out of breath. Escaping on foot from a flying 
enemy while dodging the elemental beams was a mammoth task. 

'Yes. Don't get caught. 1 don't like how he keeps that shining sphere at hand.' Solus 
replied. 

'The good news is that between his jamming and his unrelenting attack, Yozmogh is 
almost out of darkness and air magic.' 

Lith didn't find any solace in her words. Three or five rays made no difference to him, 
the Balor only needed one to kill him. Lith took cover behind the amplifier, hoping 
that the enemy wouldn't take the risk of damaging it. 

He was right. His move caught Yozmogh by surprise, forcing him to spin like a top to 
look away from the priceless device. 

Lith managed to get a single breath worth of energy from Invigoration before the 
Balor resumed the chase, but it was enough. 
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CHAPTER 546 
EYES AND WINGS (2) 


The short moment Yozmogh needed to deactivate his elemental beams allowed Lith 
to feel with his body the change caused by the Balor in the world energy and react 
accordingly. 

He took flight again and activated a second Stormnado which sent Yozmogh crashing 
against the wall. 

'1 stand corrected, this guy is less dangerous than a shaman's crystal. He can't 
deplete the world energy of a specific element, only alter its balance. 1 can still use all 
elements as long as 1 compensate for the disturbance.' Lith thought. 

His enthusiasm was short lived. Yozmogh kicked the wall with all of his strength, 
turning into a living bullet. Lith managed to dodge and put some distance between 
them, but another barrage of beams aimed to his heart forced him to slow down 
enough for the Balor to catch up with him. 

A fist the size of a bowling ball struck at his chest while he was in mid air, crushing 
his ribs and squeezing the air out of his lungs as he was sent flying. 

'This cannot be.' Lith thought. 'Not even the idiot in dragon form hit me so hard. How 
is...' He almost choked on his question when he noticed that the Skinwalker Armor 
was now of the same plain grey color it had before being imprinted with his mana. 

Yozmogh caught up with him again, ready to strike, but Lith intercepted his fist with 
the Gatekeeper sword. The blade infused with darkness, fire, and air magic made 
short work of the Balor's fingers until it hit the silver sphere and went dead. 

Without its enchantments, the Gatekeeper couldn't resist the impact, and a cobweb 
of cracks spread from the point of impact to all of its surface. Lith had barely the time 
to store it inside his pocket dimension that Yozmogh's right hand closed around 
Solus's arm protector. 

'Fuck, 1 know that spell! That's' Clean Slate!' Lith thought. It was a tier four 
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Forgemaster spell, which generated a combined pulse of light and darkness magic. It 
temporarily short circuited the imprint on any magical item, making it useless. 

Lith had learned it after becoming a Spellbreaker, but he had never bothered to 
convert it into true magic because of its harsh limitations. It required physical 
contact, hence it was useless in battle. 

Any enemy he could touch, Lith could kill. Death too would remove any imprint and 
he could inflict it from distance. Clean Slate was also ineffective against booby traps 
and barriers. 

The two effects combined meant that any explosive device would blow up in his face 
and that he couldn't use it to open shielded doors like those of Zolgrish's lab. 

The arm protector didn't budge, but Lith's shoulder wasn't so lucky. Yozmogh 
dislocated it with the same ease as if he was breaking a twig and kept pulling. The 
pain was enough to make an adult man faint, but Lith had already shut down his 
receptors. 

A second flash from the silver sphere and the arm protector went as limp as Lith's 
arm, allowing the Balor to take it away. 

"Impressive. 1 would've never thought there was something Zolgrish's magic couldn't 
steal." 

Lith replied by stopping his attempt to fly away. Air magic supported the Balor's 
wings, making him faster than he ever could. While they were fighting in mid air, Lith 
grabbed Yozmogh's silver air with his good arm and struck at his nose with a knee. 

Blood and teeth scattered throughout the room as Lith used the energy that his tier 
four spell, Vampiric Touch, stole from Yozmogh to fix his injured arm. Lith followed 
up by extending his leg like a spring and kicking the Balor's chin like a horse. 

Yozmogh crashed against a library, but he never stopped smiling. 

"It's over, human." He said showing Lith his perfectly healed right hand and light 
wing. 

"We can do this all day and the result would be the same. You can fight, but you 
cannot win." 
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Lith sneered, using the time the Balor was wasting trying to crush his spirit to use 
Invigoration and recover his strength. 

"Foolish mortal!" Through his white eye, Yozmogh could check Lith's condition with 
the same accuracy as a diagnostic spell. He spread his six wings, sucking the world 
energy and returning to his peak condition. 

"You only have two choices. Teach me the secret of Awakening or die. Why do you 
think you're still alive?" 

"Because you're weak. Not for a lack of trying." Usually, Lith wouldn't speak to the 
daily madman, but by breaking his imprint on Solus, Yozmogh had managed to 
accomplish something that many before him had attempted and failed to do. 

He had made Lith angry. 

"Stop wasting my time with your yapping and give my artifact back to me." 

Yozmogh laughed and pressed the protector against his right arm. The artifact grew 
in size until it fit like a glove. 

"The lich is a thief and a liar. He trapped you just like he trapped us. You had no 
chance to begin with. Soon Dann'Kah will be back. Soon my minions will revive. You 
couldn't defeat me even with all of your precious artifacts. 

"What do you think you can do now that you've got nothing and are alone?" 

"No." Lith shook his head while emitting a strong deep blue aura which infused him 
with all the elements. 

"Not alone." As Lith bolted forward. Solus's arm protector shrunk again, using spirit 
magic to boost her own strength and crush Yozmogh's arm in the process. At the 
same time, she unleashed both her most powerful spells against her helpless enemy. 

Clean Slate could break any normal imprint, but not the bond between her and Lith. 
Only specific artifacts, like Nalear's box, were capable of such a feat. Otherwise 
destroying cursed objects like the Black Star wouldn't have been so difficult. 

Solus had a will other own, so she could restore Lith's imprint the moment is was 
jammed. Clean Slate was like getting slapped to her. It was painful, but far from 
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enough to make her lose consciousness. 


Still, both Lith and her could feel their bond was being threatened, their mind 
slipping out of synch, even though for just a split second. It triggered the trauma 
Nalear had inflicted them when she had forcefully separated them. 

Solus injected her tier four Death Zone and tier five Spirit of Decay directly inside the 
Balor's body to vent out her rage, spreading them like a disease that made her victim 
rot from the inside. 

Physical contact made darkness magic capable of achieving its maximum potential, 
even more so now that Solus had the inside of the arm protector turn into countless 
thorns that pierced Yozmogh's flesh until they cut his bones. 

The two darkness spells coursed through Yozmogh, draining his vitality like he had 
been gutted and making him fall to his knees. He activated his black wing to stop or 
at least weaken them while his white eye mended the damage. 

It was bound to work since Solus's green mana core couldn't resist for long to the 
raw strength Yozmogh possessed. As long as his light wing was undamaged, it would 
provide his white eye endless mana. 

When the infinite clashed with the finite, the outcome was written in stone. 

That was why Lith's first move was to pierce the white eye with his extended fingers 
while releasing electricity from his fingertips. 
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CHAPTER 547 
BLOODY REVENGE (1) 


Even though their improvised trap had been a success, Lith lived it as a defeat. The 
enemy had forced Solus off his arm and stolen her from him. She had left other own 
will, to prevent Lith's limb from being ripped off and then planned the counter attack 
with him via their mind link. 

Lith appreciated the brilliance of their plan. It had created an opportunity and 
broken the slippery stalemate they had been stuck in, yet he didn't like it one bit. He 
had already spent one lifetime being robbed of everything and everyone he held 
dear. 

Lith wasn't willing to lose anything or anyone else. After losing Carl to a drunken 
driver, after almost losing Solus due to Nalear's scheming, Lith had sworn that as 
long as he drew breath, his destiny would be his own. 

Clean Slate had hurt Solus, and her pain was his pain. In Lith's eyes, Yozmogh was 
Nalear back from the grave, attempting once again to take Solus away from him. Lith 
was happy the Balor couldn't die, because it meant there was no end to the pain he 
could inflict him. 

Solus did her part, forcing Yozmogh to focus on his rotting body and almost forget 
about Lith's existence. When he darted forward, the Balor activated his other four 
eyes. Ratpack emerged from the shadows on his blind side, spinning above his head 
the bundle of chains and envelops that was his 'enchanted chainmail'. 

The small undead threw it at Yozmogh's head and hitting him with a thud. The 
chains melted over his face while the burning letters set the Balor's hair ablaze. The 
sudden distraction plus the close range made the elemental beams' trajectory 
telegraphed. 

Lith dodged them and struck at the white eye, pumping bolts of lighting inside of it 
so that they would strike the Balor's brain and burn the surrounding tissues. 
Yozmogh screamed in outrage as his light wing went dark. 
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"It works! I knew not even master so cruel to deceive Ratpack. Chainmail really is 
Balors bane." He said as his Coward's Mantle made him ethereal again. Taking a 
cheap shot was one thing, facing Yozmogh was another. 

Without the eye to store the light element, the white wing was no better than a 
pigeon's. Now only the black wing's jamming effect remained. Solus pushed forward 
with the last other energy and spread the dark energies to the creature's lungs. 

Darkness fusion prevented Yozmogh from feeling pain, but he still needed to breathe. 
His body wasn't able to follow Lith's speed anymore. The Balor extended his left arm 
to grab the Ranger, only to have it deflected to the side as Lith struck at its exposed 
elbow with his own. 

No matter how strong the enemy was, joints couldn't be trained. With his right arm 
turned into a pulp and the left one shattered at an unnatural angle, Yozmogh couldn't 
react when Lith moved behind him and ripped off his black and yellow wings. 

Solus's spells had corrupted his lungs to the point that he could barely breathe. After 
that, she focused the dark energy against the Balor's eyes until only empty sockets 
remained. 

Yozmogh was helpless as a newborn in front of an adult as Lith removed his wings 
and then his legs. 

'Are you alright. Solus?' Lith asked as soon as she returned to him. 

'Peachy, thanks. I'm just exhausted for going all out. I need to use Invigoration or it 
will take me hours to recover.' 

'Take your time while I fix the last details.' Lith took out the Gatekeeper sword and 
opened a Warp Steps that sent Yozmogh inside one of the closed cells. 

Lith couldn't afford to kill him, otherwise Dann'Kah would become even stronger by 
assimilating the lich's life force that resided within the Balor's battered body. 

The Skinwalker Armor was still inactive, but it had suffered only minor damages. The 
Gatekeeper, however, seemed to be on the brink of shattering, so Lith placed it on a 
nearby silver table, waiting for his enchanted items to reactivate. 

Solus stored both the Invisibility Mirror and the Clean Slate Sphere inside her pocket 
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dimension, alongside with all the artifacts she had stolen from Yozmogh while 
pretending to be under his control. 


They still bore his imprint and couldn't be used until he was dead. Only when she 
was sure that their defeated enemy had no way to harm them did she activate 
Invigoration to refill her green mana core. 

While she wasn't linked to a mana geyser, her only medium with the world energy 
was Lith's body. It made her recovery speed much slower than a normal Awakened 
and put stress on her companion who had to absorb and refine the world energy for 
her. 

Performing the breathing technique with his mouth while keeping his strain to a 
minimum required her full focus, making it impossible for her to use any other 
magical senses. 

It was the reason why she avoided taking part in the fights unless it was strictly 
necessary. Not having much to do, Lith studied the items on the Forges looking for 
something useful. 

Unluckily, Dann'Kah and Yozmogh had already taken all the artifacts the lich had 
completed, leaving behind only items that had yet to be enchanted. Even the library 
proved to be off limits for him. 

The translucent blue barrier didn't harm him but didn't let him reach the books 
either. 

'1 can't give it a try at cracking those protections until 1 know what happened to 
Zolgrish. If he comes back and finds me messing with his stuff, he will not be 
pleased.' Lith thought. 

As soon as the monsters who had died during the previous battle resurrected, Lith 
crippled them too before sending them in an empty cell. At that point. Clean Slate's 
effect wore off. 

Lith imprinted and restored the Skinwalker Armor before moving to the Gatekeeper. 
Invigoration revealed to him that although the sword's pseudo core was still intact, 
the damage was so extensive that even a weak impact could bring it beyond the 
point of recovery. 
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It was like a patient on the verge of starvation. Lith couldn't infuse it with massive 
doses of mana, otherwise the same energies meant to save it would make it crumble. 
He injected into the blade small amounts of mana, triggering its self repair 
properties. 

Now that Solus was done recovering, she helped him by coating the blade like a mold 
and redirecting the energy where it was needed the most. 

'It's better if we stop now.' Solus said. 

'The pseudo core is almost exhausted. It needs some time to recharge.' 

Lith observed the sword for a moment before sheathing it. It was still too damaged 
to be of any use in battle, but at least it was no longer in danger of shattering. 

"Ratpack?" Lith called. 

The small undead emerged from the shadows a few seconds later, when he was sure 
that no enemy was still around and that Lith wasn't angry at him. 

"You welcome." Ratpack said. 

"I told you chainmail powerful artifact." He puffed out his chest with pride. 

"Your 'help' was unnecessary. I was about to Blink, but your meddling ruined my 
plan. If Yozmogh had started shaking his head in pain, no exit point would have been 
safe." 

"You welcome." Ratpack didn't budge. 
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CHAPTER 548 
BLOODY REVENGE (2) 


Lith looked at his clock. There was still half an hour before the Wardens sent by the 
army would start tearing down the underground complex. He had no intention of 
calling off the attack. Not until he was sure that the ore shaman was no more. 

"Can you turn off the device?" Lith asked Ratpack while pointing at the amplifier. 

"No. We must wait for master." 

Lith cursed his bad luck and used Clean Slate on the barrier surrounding the 
amplifier to no avail. The spell required physical contact to work and the paranoid 
lich had shielded his creation on purpose. 

Invigoration too worked in a similar way, so that Lith's only way to pass time was to 
study the pseudo core of the various barriers around the lab, hoping that Solus could 
reproduce them to improve her tower form's defenses. 




Zolgrish and Dann'Kah were locked in a deadly embrace. None of them could allow 
to let go of the other because the undead energies kept moving back and forth from 
their bodies. 

Choosing the wrong moment to push away the opponent would have meant to lose 
all hope of regaining their freedom. The lich would end up being trapped inside a 
body even inferior to that of a skeleton forever, while the ore shaman would have 
been reverted to his fallen state. 

To add insult to injury, he would be crushed under the weight of his magic crystal 
and be defeated without even getting a chance to fight back. 

He was able to keep the crystal compressed in the form of a ring only thanks to the 
undead energies coursing through his body. They restored the powers his bloodline 
possessed before the fall and granted him the lich's inhuman strength. 
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Even if it appeared small, the ring actually weighed over a hundred kilograms, 
something he couldn't lift with just one finger in his ore form. The tug of war of sheer 
willpower was quite balanced. 

The orc-elf drew his strength from the grudge he held against the lich and from the 
echoes of the past shamans inhabiting his ring. The moment they perceived the lich's 
mind, they stopped harassing Dann'Kah and joined his efforts, having mistaken 
Zolgrish for a member of the dreaded demon race. 

Despite his current madness, Zolgrish had the indomitable will of all those who had 
not only sacrificed most of their humanity to achieve lichhood, but also had survived 
the excruciating pain that severing part of their soul and mana core involved. 

He had the home advantage as well, since it was his body that the undead energies 
were supposed to inhabit. Unfortunately, the long imprisonment the lich had 
undergone and the support the magic crystal gave Dann'Kah were enough to even 
the field. 

"1 knew 1 should have never bestowed upon you such a huge crystal, you ungrateful 
dog! Without me, you would be no better than a wild beast, only worried about your 
survival!" The lich said. 

"Without you, 1 would still have my tribe and my dreams. You slaughtered them all 
for your experiments and enslaved me! Yours are no gifts, but curses." Dann'Kah 
rebuked. 

Zolgrish had Warped them to the Disciplining Hall, where he had killed Dann'Kah 
over and over again to break him into submission. He hoped that both his words and 
the dreadful memories linked to such a place would give him an edge. 

Yet the orc-elf didn't flinch. Contrary to Zolgrish's expectations, his maneuver 
backfired. 

Up until that moment, the lich's will had been like a black fog, slowly engulfing 
everything on its path, whereas the ore's had been like a fire fueled by his hatred that 
consumed the darkness on its wake. 

Now the fire in Dann'Kah's mind became a focused jet stream of flames that pierced 
the black fog, forcing Zolgrish on his knees. Dann'Kah could feel the undead energies 
abandoning the lich and submitting to their new master. 
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"You're finished old man. You'll spend the rest of your eternal life as a slave in my 
mines!" Dann'Kah cast the tier three darkness spell Corrosion. It conjured a thin fog 
that consumed what little was left of Zolgrish's body to finish him off. 

"Am 1?" Zolgrish replied with a smug voice. 

Using magic required focus, focus that Dann'Kah had to withdraw from their battle of 
will, leaving himself exposed. The black fog which represented the lich's dominance 
let the ore's fire pass, attacking it from the sides and the back. 

Dann'Kah lost control over the undead energy as well as over his spell, which faded 
into nothingness. 

"No matter the form you take, an idiot will always be an idiot." Zolgrish was now 
dressed in a luxurious golden mage robe. His face would have been mistaken for a 
human's if not for the red light of undeath burning in his eyes instead of pupils. 

To look like a skeleton, a rotting corpse, or exactly as they were on the moment of 
their death, it was just a matter of choice for a lich. 

"Rage by itself it's useless. 1 knew that if Td have you worked up enough, you'd do 
something stupid. Once you get an edge, you have to consolidate it, like this!" 

Zolgrish was aware that it was only a matter of time before Dann'Kah recovered. 

He had only a few seconds left before they went back to a stalemate. So, instead of 
wasting focus casting a spell he couldn't control, he used it to grip the ore's finger 
strong enough to take off the ring and throw it away. 

Suddenly Dann'Kah was alone and much weaker. Without the crystal, he couldn't 
draw upon the world energy to heal from the wounds that the lich's deadly touch 
inflicted upon him, nor he could use his ancestors' will to reinforce his own. 

"1 need no crystal!" Dann'Kah said. Just like Zolgrish had done a second ago, now it 
was his turn to retrieve most of the undead energy. 

His rage burned stronger for having fallen for the lich's trickery and allowed him to 
push the black fog back. A crown made of world energy materialized above his head 
and his grip grew in strength to the point of cracking the lich's fingers. 

Zolgrish inwardly cursed hid bad luck. Apparently, what his unwilling assistant 
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lacked in cunning, he made up with fury. 




Lith had just finished studying the pseudo core of all the lich's creations he could put 
his hands on when a Warp Steps opened right in the middle of the lab. 

The humanoid figure who stepped out of it was that of a tall man with pointy ears 
wearing a golden magician robe. The world energy accumulated inside his body 
formed a crown of pure mana above his head and made his skin shine like the god of 
light had descended among men. 

"Dann'Kah defeated master! Every undead for himself." Ratpack had prudently 
remained near the door and so had Lith. Yet while the small creature bolted away, 
Lith stood still with a Warp Steps at the ready. 

There was something odd in the ore shaman's energy signature. 

"Zelda! It's so nice to see you defeated that treacherous Balor. 1 was going to thank 
Ratpack too, but that idiot ruined the moment. Again." The lich sighed. 

Lith wasn't upset by Zolgrish not remembering his name right not even once, as 
much as worried by the inexorable ticking of time. 
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CHAPTER 549 
UTTER FAILURE (1) 


"Pointy ears, shining skin. Were you really an elf when you were alive?" Lith asked. 
Less than twenty minutes remained before the army brought down the house, yet 
while dealing with a deranged immortal, he needed tact and opportunity to break 
the bad news. 

That or a timely escape pretending to not know anything about what was happening. 
Lith had to play it by ear. 

"What? Gods, no. It would make me a self righteous jerk. This is just a side effect of 
draining so many pseudo elves. It will fade in due time. 1 am, or better, 1 was human." 
Zolgrish walked to the device, dispelling the barrier which enveloped it with a wave 
of his hand. 

Then, he needed a short chant to turn it off and a longer one to make the spells 
imbued inside the adamant ring go haywire and destroy the artifact. Once a 
forgemastering process was complete, it couldn't be redone. 

Yozmogh and Dann'Kah had corrupted the amplifier forever, Zolgrish had no way to 
amend their tampering. The artifact's destruction freed the souls trapped inside the 
spheres of smoke which were orbiting around it, waiting to be provided with new 
bodies. 

Each one of them released a small pillar of light that shot toward the sky, filling the 
lab's stale air with a feeling of joy. Lith instinctively released Death Vision to watch at 
the scene unfolding in front of him. 

In his eyes, the space occupied by the amplifier looked like a black hole collapsing on 
itself. Without its constant pull, the souls of the creatures imprisoned within the 
underground complex were released. 

At first, only a few managed to leave, but as the black hole disappeared, more and 
more souls escaped its grasp until a hail of shooting starts almost blinded Lith. Yet he 
had no time to appreciate the light show, nor to wonder why he could feel the souls' 
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fleeting emotions whereas Solus couldn't. 


His eyes were fixated on Zolgrish, who under the effect of Death Vision died several 
times in the space of a few seconds, but always in the same way. His body would 
revert into a cracked skeleton before it turned to dust. 

Just like the Duchess back at Jirni's birthday party. 

'Fuck me sideways! That woman was a lich too. That must be what happens when 
you break their phylactery. The only question remaining is if the Royals are aware of 
the Duchess' real identity and if so, how they deal with the undead nobles under 
their rule.' Lith thought. 

"This is a disaster." Zolgrish sighed. 

"Without Dann'Kah and Yozmogh I can't make another amplifier. I wasted years to 
build this place, more years to equip it with all the instruments I needed, and 
decades to make that goddamn thing! 

"It's the biggest failure of my career." His rage was almost tangible and the mana 
currents he was emitting were so violent that Death Vision stopped showing his 
demise. 

"To make matters even worse, those horny monkeys and their raids have given away 
the lab's position. Even if they didn't, only someone dumb, blind, and deaf could miss 
all those fireworks. I need to get out of here." 

Zolgrish restored his lab's power, making Life Vision and mana sense useless once 
again. 

"About my payment..." Lith didn't like the sudden turns of events. The lich was in a 
hurry, turning lots of levers and pressing even more buttons on the various 
holographic panels which appeared above the various Forges. 

The amount of mana in the air was getting thicker by the second, making Lith's skin 
crawl. 

"Yes, yes. I haven't forgotten. Usually I would give you a tour of my treasury and let 
you pick a reward of your choice within reason. Unfortunately, I don't have much 
time. You are a Ranger, right?" Zolgrish asked. 
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Lith nodded in reply. If even Ratpack recognized his uniform, deranged or not, 
Zolgrish was bound to be able to do the math. 

"That means the whole army knows about this place. They will raid this place in 
hours whereas I would need months to take everything away with me. 

"I'm weakened and almost out of mana. A few hits would be enough to destroy my 
physical form, and after being away from my phylactery for so long, I don't know 
how much time it would take me to be back at full strength. 

"Rather than being robbed blind, I prefer destroying everything myself!" The 
determination in his voice didn't leave space for debate. 

"What about me?" Lith refused to change the topic. 

"Oh, yes." Zolgrish pushed another button and the holographic interface turned from 
bright blue to a blinking deep red. 

"You can keep whatever you took on your way to save me, plus I want you to have 
this." A clap of his hands made a mint condition Forge appear in the middle of the 
room. 

"It's the only unspoiled one left and after collecting my most precious belongings I 
have no space left inside my dimensional items to store something so bulky. It would 
be a waste to destroy it." 

"It's pure adamant." Lith put his hand on the massive silvery table, feeling his mana 
flow through it without encountering any resistance. 

"Yes, it is, dear Feron. Now give me the artifacts Yozmogh had on himself. They are 
the last batch I made with my treacherous assistants and they are priceless. They 
should be..." 

Zolgrish listed them with uncanny memory for someone incapable of getting Lith's 
name right even once. 

'At least Solus got some time to study them. The problem is that aside from the 
mirror, I have no idea what they do.' Lith thought. 

"He also had this." Lith handed the lich the silver sphere. He still considered Clean 
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Slate trash compared to Invigoration. 


"My Eraser! That bastard even dared to steal my office supplies. You can keep it. 1 
produce and lose them in bulks. Those little buggers disappear like they have a mind 
of their own. Now you better go. The whole place will blow up in less than a minute." 

Lith stored the adamant Forge and Warped away. Only then did he allow himself to 
smile. He had given Zolgrish all of the artifacts he had listed, but Yozmogh had 
actually more. 

'1 would have returned the mirror and the sphere anyway. Ratpack witnessed 
Yozmogh using them. 1 couldn't afford being ratted out and then living watching my 
back from Zolgrish. 

'Now 1 have a purple crystal, a lot of ingredients the dryads gifted me, and an 
adamant forge! 1 have all the necessary to craft a masterpiece!' Lith thought. 

'Yeah, too bad we have no idea what to create.' Solus pointed out. 'Either we get the 
blueprints for something worth using such treasures, or you need to stop for a few 
years to devise one of our own and do some tests. We have only one block of 
adamant, after all.' 

Lith was about to rebuke something about an improved version of the Gatekeeper 
when his military communication amulet drew his attention. 

"Ranger Verhen, do you copy?" The hologram of Brigadier General Vorgh appeared. 

"Sir, what are you doing here?" Lith asked. 

"We lost your signal about half an hour ago, so your handler sent the Wardens to 
check the situation." 

'The timing matches with the ambush. Probably the lab's shields blocked the 
external interferences.' Lith thought. 

"They found a small army waiting for them and almost got killed. Where are you 
right now?" 

"Outside the complex, why?" Lith said. 
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Vorgh's answer was covered by the rumbling sound of an earthquake which made 
part of the Broken Spine sink several hundred meters below the ground level. 
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CHAPTER 550 
UTTER FAILURE (2) 


'That was way less than a minute! It doesn't make sense, if Zolgrish wanted to kill me 
he could have just tried to tamper with my Warp.' Lith thought. 

"Good gods! I have been ordered to make the arrays collapse and kill all of the 
monsters inside, but not like this!" Vorgh said. 

"A whole ancient lab, centuries of knowledge. All lost forever! What the heck 
happened down there?" 

"I have no clue." Lith lied through his teeth. 

"After defeating the leader of the Balors, I had no strength left to fight the ore 
shaman. Between his powerful purple crystal, his mutated minions, and their 
magical weaponry I had no chance by myself." 

"A shaman with a purple crystal?" Vorgh said. 

"Was he tampering with the arrays?" 

"I don't know. I was too busy saving my skin. All I know is that he was using his 
crystal to seize control of the facility." Lith replied. 

"Dammit! Why didn't you tell us earlier? My spell and his meddling must have 
triggered a domino effect. Now there is nothing we can salvage." 

"With all due respect, sir, I stated in my earlier report that there was a shaman. I 
didn't know about the crystal until I saw it with my own eyes and as you said 
yourself, my amulet was blocked." Lith didn't like the allegations implied in the 
Brigadier General's voice. 

He was right, of course, but that didn't make them any more pleasant. 

"You are really lucky, son. Had I not waited to hear from you before activating my 
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array, you would have died along with the monsters. We can't afford to have a nest so 
close to the borders. Especially one full of well armed mutants." 

Vorgh sighed. Lith's doctored version of the story made sense, but the General wasn't 
going to apologize. The high command would hold him responsible for the loss of the 
lab and fry his ass. Being nice was the last thing on his mind. 

Lith gave him a salute and hung up before calling his handler for a full report. Even 
though it was already night-time, Kamila replied immediately. After returning home 
from work, she didn't change her clothes in case something happened, so she was 
still wearing her uniform. 

Her relief hearing Lith was alright didn't last long. After all that time, she was used to 
hearing him casually talk about risking his life in battle, but when he told her about 
the lab's collapse, Kamila went pale and almost dropped the communicator. 

She called him from her civilian amulet the moment Lith was done with his report. 

"Those idiots! When 1 lost your signal, 1 asked for reinforcements to check your 
status, not to have you killed. Thank the gods nothing happened." She said. 

"Don't worry, you just followed procedure. None of what happened is your fault. The 
worst thing is that 1 succeeded in protecting Jambel, but recovering the lab was an 
utter failure. No leave for me this time." Lith sighed. 

Lith had gained quite some loot from the mission, but he had nothing to offer the 
Griffon Kingdom. Before revealing the existence of the silver mines, he wanted to 
check if he was entitled to a share of them or just get a thank you handshake. 

Even that was a longshot, since the destruction of the underground complex had 
probably scattered the silver veins everywhere. Recovering some of it from the 
debris might turn out to be even more difficult than finding a new vein. 

"About that, there's already a new assignment waiting for you tomorrow." Kamila 
was depressed too. She had hoped they would have some time to spend together 
since there were many things that she wanted to share with him. 

"At least tell me it's a routine job." Lith said. 

"1 don't want to jinx it, so I'll just tell you what 1 read. A local noble. Viscount Krame 
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has hired an entire adventurers guild, allegedly to protect his household and 
properties during the winter lockdown. 

"The city lord called the army a week ago, saying that Krame was using his private 
army to harass the citizens of Zantia and ignoring the local constables. We haven't 
heard from him since then, so it's up to you to go check on the situation." 

"Great! A 'normal' case again. With my luck, this Krame is trying to resurrect an 
ancient god, or maybe an Abomination has replaced him and is building an army of 
greater undead." Lith said. 

His ridiculous scenarios made her giggle, at least until she remembered Thrud's 
scheme, the Black Star, and suddenly they didn't seem so far fetched anymore. 

"Wouldn't you like to talk about something more cheerful?" She said while taking off 
her jacket and letting her hair down. 

"Like what? 1 have yet to report what happened to Lord Wyalon, then 1 have to find a 
place to sleep before diving into the next mess this job has in store for me. 1 even 
have our big talk waiting for me in Belius. 

"You'd find more cheer in a graveyard than in my life." 

"Like the fact that my first day as a field assistant went great." She replied with a 
smile. 

"Oh, shit! Sorry Kami, 1 completely forgot..." 

"Or about the fact that 1 keep practicing my cooking." Kamila cut him short. She had 
risked losing him too many times in a single day to care about such a small matter. 

'1 work from nine to five and then return to the safety of my own home, whereas Lith 
is on a deadly clock 24/7.' She thought. 

"Gods, I'm all sweaty from the stress. Let me take a quick shower and then I'll call 
you back." 

"No need, 1 want to hear everything about your first day on the job. I'll gladly keep 
you company." Lith said after making sure that he was completely alone. 
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"Did you miss me so much or are you just a pervert?" Yet she didn't wait for his 
answer before bringing the amulet with her in the bathroom as she undressed. 




The following day, city of Xylita 

Going back to her hometown was never easy for Kamila. Thanks to its flourishing 
commerce, Xylita was the smallest city in the Kellar region to have a Warp Gate. It 
was far from being a metropolis and it was resistant to changes as well as its 
inhabitants. 

Kamila had many memories from the time she lived there, but none happy. She 
would return solely to visit her sister, Zinya, and it wasn't an easy feat. The two 
sisters loved each other, but Zinya's marriage crippled her more than her blindness 
ever could. 

Her husband, Fallmug, forbade her any social relationship without his supervision. 
He considered Zinya a clumsy, useless thing. Her helplessness was cute in the 
bedchamber or as long as she sat still, like the pretty flower she was. 

Fallmug couldn't bear the thought of his wife bringing him shame with her disability, 
or even worse, pity. His business rivals had spread many rumors about why he had 
chosen a blind woman for wife and each one was rude at best. 

Ever since Kamila had disowned her family, he had forbidden her from setting foot in 
his home. 

The two sisters could only meet during Zinya's birthday. On every other day, Kamila 
needed to bribe the house staff or wait for a letter from her sister to casually 
mention an event she would attend so that they could casually meet. 

This time, however, things were different. 
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CHAPTER 551 

PATIENCE OF THE WEAK (1) 


Zinya's house was a two story building, in the middle rim of Xylita. Her husband 
came from a family of merchants that had been on the rise during the past decade. 
Kamila shivered at the thought it could have been her living there. 

To bind the Sarta and the Retta households by blood, her parents had offered the 
young Fallmug his choice of their daughters to be his bride. Back then, she was still 
obedient and naive. 

Only after seeing her sister's misery had Kamila found the strength to rebel against 
the fate her parents had set for her and joined the army to escape from the marriage 
they had arranged for her. 

Fallmug had picked Zinya because she was prettier than Kamila and also because 
back then Kamila was too young. In his eyes, there was no point in having a toy if he 
had to wait a couple of years to play with it. 

Kamila steeled herself, trying not to think about the lust filled glances Fallmug would 
give her whenever they met or his creepy remarks about regretting his past choices. 

She knocked on the solid wood door and waited. Vylna, one of the housemaids, 
opened the door. Her countenance went from surprise to contempt in the space of a 
single moment when she recognized Kamila. 

With her pretty face and curvy body, she was currently her master's favorite, making 
her more powerful than the lady of the house. In her eyes, Kamila was just an outcast 
from whom she could make some pocket money from time to time. 

"You're not welcome here. Please leave, or I'll call the guards." Vylna said when she 
noticed that Kamila wasn't handing her the usual two silver coins. Vylna wouldn't 
risk her master's anger for a smaller sum than what a Lieutenant made in a week. 

Kamila grabbed the door's edge, blocking it with ease. She was weak for a soldier, 
but she had always kept herself in shape, whereas Vylna was just weak. 
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"Good morning. I'm Lieutenant Kamila Yehval, Field Assistant Constable. I'm here 
because we have received an anonymous report of domestic abuse. I need to speak 
with Lady Sarta." Kamila shoved her badge in the housemaid face and rejoiced seeing 
her going pale. 

"Master Fallmug doesn't want you in here, badge or not." Vylna stuttered. 

"You can't come inside without a warrant and I doubt there is any report. You're just 
making it up!" 

Yet she was wrong. Kamila had written it herself and submitted it diligently 
following protocol. For once, the inescapable tendrils of bureaucracy were on her 
side. 

"Your unwillingness to cooperate with the investigation forces me to ask for a search 
warrant. I'm sure mister Sarta will be grateful to you when his house is turned 
upside down by the officers. I wonder what the neighbors will say, though." 

Kamila took out her army amulet and called the local authorities with a voice so loud 
that many people stepped out of their doors to see what was happening. 

"Please stop, miss Yehval. You can come inside." Vylna grabbed her hand as fear 
quickly turned into panic. 

Having a Constable at the door was already bad for the Sarta, getting their house 
searched like they were petty criminals, might ruin their reputation and business. 
Fallmug would flay her alive if he lost even a copper coin because other. 

"It's Constable Yehval to you." Kamila broke Vylna's grip, her voice oozed poison. She 
was seconds away from slapping the maid's face, but she held her temper unwilling 
to taint what her uniform stood for by abusing her powers. 

"Touch me again, and I'll arrest you for assaulting an officer." 

Vylna seemed to shrink. She lowered her head, incapable of looking Kamila in the 
eyes anymore, and turned around to show her the way. Just like Xylita, the house 
hadn't changed. 

The floor and the walls of the house were covered by deep brown wood briquettes, 
giving it a warm appearance of hospitality. The hallway was filled with portraits of 
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smiling members of the Sarta family. 


There was even one of Zinya with her husband and their three children. The 
hypocrisy of it made Kamila want to spit on the precious gold embroidered sky-blue 
carpet that led from the hallway to the tea room on the ground floor. 

Aside from the heavy steps and the voices of the house staff, the place was silent. The 
walls were pristine, and judging by the many fragile ornaments decorating the 
furniture along the corridors, the kids weren't faring better than their mother. 

'Thank the gods I'm not a mage, otherwise not even my sense of duty would stop me 
from destroying this accursed place all the way down to its foundations.' Kamila 
thought. 

Her rage peaked when Vylna used a key to unlock the tea room's door. 

"1 see the claims were accurate. Lady Sarta is prisoner in her own home." From the 
moment Kamila had stepped through the door, she had never stopped typing on the 
holographic interface of her amulet nor taking pictures. 

"It's not like you think. Our poor lady is blind. We do it for her own protection." Vylna 
said with a quivering voice. 

"It's exactly as 1 think. Now leave us alone." Kamila took the key from her hand, just 
in case, and pushed her out of the room before locking it from the inside. Just like the 
rest of the house, the tea room was pristine. 

The white sofas and armchairs looked like they had never been used. The center of 
the hardwood table in the middle of the room had been carved out and replaced by a 
crystal slab. 

Several vases containing fresh flowers were gracefully arranged around the room 
along with white cotton doilies. Zinya was sitting on a chair near the glass paneled 
east wall, as if she was looking at the outside. 

She was so still that with her light brown hair, pale complexion and immaculate 
yellow day dress, she almost looked like a doll. 

"Zin, are you alright?" Kamila was sick with worry, but she only spoke after 
activating the Silencer, a magical device that prevented them from being 
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eavesdropped on. 


"Kami?" Zinya turned around following her voice, breaking into a smile. 

"1 thought my ears were playing a trick on me. What are you doing here?" 

Kamila rushed to hug her sister as small tears streamed down her face. 

"Gods, I've missed you so much. Why are you so pale? Is something wrong?" 

"The Healer says it's just depression. Since the children left the house, 1 feel very 
lonely." Zinya replied. 

"What happened to them?" Kamila's voice was filled with concern. The oldest one 
was almost ten years old, so she could have been sent to a boarding school, but the 
other two were too young for that. 

"Business isn't doing good, so Fallmug is often in a bad mood. 1 know how to be 
quiet, but the children scream and run a lot when they play. So their grandmother 
took them with her to avoid further... accidents. You have yet to answer my question, 
Kami." 

"I'm here for your eyes." Kamila said almost choking on her rage. 

"Thanks to my new job, 1 can now afford to get you cured. 1 can't bear to see you like 
this any longer. You deserve a better life, and 1 know someone that can help us with 
that." 
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CHAPTER 552 

PATIENCE OF THE WEAK (2) 


"Are you talking about your new boyfriend? You two are the talk of the entire family. 
Mother always tries to convince me to change your mind about helping the family 
business. Fallmug too." Zinya said. 

"Did that bastard dare to touch you?" Kamila unconsciously took out a lightning 
wand from her dimensional amulet, wishing Fallmug would give her a reason to use 
it. 

"Of course not." She shook her head. 

"He considers me like a property, and as long as 1 behave, he takes care of me. Isn't it 
nice of him to buy so many flowers for me? Between the sunlight from the window 
and their sweet scent, it's like being in a park." 

"Yes, it's my boyfriend. He can give you sight if you allow me to bring him here." 
Kamila said, glossing over Fahmug's character. 

"Why did you say 'afford', then?" Zinya asked. 

"Because the procedure costs a lot. 1 can't ask something like that of him and expect 
that it wouldn't weigh on our relationship. Between the gaps in age, social status, 
and career, 1 still have no clue how we ended up together. 

"1 can't let money tip the scales even further. It would make me feel indebted to him 
and if things ever go sour between us. I'll never know if 1 would be staying with him 
because 1 cared or just out of guilt." 

"Oh, my." Zinya chuckled. "You put a lot of thought into it. You are still determined 
not to marry, 1 see." 

"1 did because you are the only family 1 have left. As for not marrying, you're wrong, 
you're wrong. What I'm determined about, is to not become dependent on anyone. 
I'll pay for your treatment with my own money, because you are my sister. 
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"And if I stay with him it will be because 1 want to, not because 1 have to. 1 prefer 
owning a bank some money than him your life. Some debts can never be repaid." 

"All more the reason for me not to undergo the treatment, Kami. I'm sorry you came 
here for nothing." Zinya released her sister from the embrace and sat down again. 

"What do you mean? The last time you said you wouldn't do it because of its price. 
Now 1 can afford it. Even if 1 don't become a Royal Constable, as a field assistant 1 can 
pay the debt in a few years. What made you change your mind?" 

"1 never changed my mind, 1 simply lied to you because it made things easier." Zinya 
wiped the tear she didn't manage to hold back. 

"1 know how it works. I've spoken to countless Healers. Back when business was 
good, Fallmug wanted to heal me to save himself to further embarrassment and be 
free to parade me around like the trophy wife 1 am. Yet 1 said no, even to him. 

"If something goes wrong while altering the life force, 1 could end up worse than just 
blind. 1 could become also deaf, if not mentally ill. 1 don't want to risk losing the little 
1 have to live for. 

"If 1 couldn't even hear or feel you and my children, then I'd really become nothing 
more than a baby-making doll! I'm afraid, Kami. I'm terrified of what could happen to 
me after the procedure." 

"Lith is one of the five best Healers of the Kingdom, he is even able to use 
rejuvenation magic. The god of healing himself respects him, and believe me, that 
alone is an inhumane feat. Manohar doesn't even respect the Royals." Kamila said. 

"Your condition gets cured every day by far less competent Healers. There's no need 
to be afraid." 

"Quite the contrary." Zinya shook her head. "If he succeeds, things will get worse 
anyway. My blindness is the reason why 1 can accept living this life. Without hope for 
a better future, Fallmug's is a decent husband. 

"His constant cheating on me, how he treats the children, everything 1 can't see 1 can 
pretend never happens. It makes this cage bearable. If I'm cured, 1 could never 
tolerate this situation." 
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"Then get cured and ask for a divorce!" Kamila blurted out, obtaining only more 
denial in response. 


"And where would 1 live? Our family would disown me like they did you. What would 
happen to my children? No Constable would entrust them to a penniless mother. 1 
have no house, no job, no skills." 

"If you report the domestic abuse, you can get custody. You can all live with me, in my 
house." Kamila said. 

"What can 1 report? Tm blind. What 1 hear and think happened has no value in a 
court of justice and the house staff would back Fallmug. Even if somehow, 1 did get 
custody, how could 1 ask you to pay for everything on top of your debt? 

"Kami, face reality. Could you really afford to support four more people with just one 
income? According to the Healers I've consulted, it would take me months just to be 
able to distinguish between colors, give a name to everything 1 see, or learn how to 
write and read. 

"How could 1 ask you to burden yourself with all of those things on top of your debt? 
I'm already old and you're not getting any younger. You'd lose any chance of making 
a life of your own. 

"My life isn't good, Kami, but there are a lot of people that have it worse. Let's drop 
this subject please." Zinya's voice was calm and composed like they were talking 
about someone else. 

Seeing her sister resigned to live the rest other life as a property rather than a 
person, realizing how useless all other efforts and sacrifices to become a Constable 
had been, Kamila Yehval felt as lost as the day she walked into the army's 
recruitment center. 

Back then, she was a homeless orphan with nothing but her first name and the 
clothes she wore as her possessions. Over ten years had passed, yet her helplessness 
hadn't changed. 




The same day, city of Jambel 
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"What do you mean, failure?" Baron Wyalon couldn't believe his own ears and 
neither could all the people he had assembled for the celebratory banquet he had 
organized in Lith's honor. 

"You solved the problem with the monster nest in one day! One thousand enemies 
gone from dawn to dusk. What could you possibly do better?" 

"The nest was actually an ancient lab." Lith tried to explain. "The Kingdom could 
have learned a lot from it, maybe even have salvaged some of its master's wisdom." 
Lith kept a straight face, but he shuddered at the thought of Zolgrish's madness 
spreading. 

"1 call bullshit!" The Baron said, causing all the noble ladies in attendance to gasp at 
his rudeness his wife to give him an evil eye rivaling that of a Balor. 

"It's easy talking big when you are the one who risked his neck to explore the place 
and find the creatures. 1 feel much safer knowing that no idiot mage can dig more 
trouble out of the Broken Spine. A mage's lab is as twisted as his mind. No offense." 

He said after realizing who he was speaking with. 

"None taken." Lith replied. He would have really liked to avoid attending the banquet, 
but the Baron was a good man and his report was worth much more than General 
Vorgh's grievances. 
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CHAPTER 553 
TROUBLING DEAD (1) 


"I read about you, lad. You are an overachiever." The Baron said. 

"In life, especially in marriage, you have to slack off from time to time, or your missus 
will set the bar higher and higher. Sometimes it's better to let people down, or they 
will start taking miracles for granted. 

"As for me. I'm plenty satisfied with you solving the crisis without even one of my 
men dying or my city getting breached. Honestly, I never believed a single Ranger 
could take on so many monsters alone and I was ready to spend winter in a constant 
battle of attrition with them. 

"The army will only hear praise about you from me. I know there isn't much to see 
here in Jambel, but feel free to come back here with your girlfriend once spring 
arrives. You'll always be welcome here." 

At those words, Iriel became even paler than she already was and left the table with 
an excuse. Neither Lith nor the Baron missed how she was all dressed up and had 
been trying to work up enough courage to speak with Lith for a while. 

'Seems the Baron did a thorough job while researching me.' Lith thought. 

'He's a strong and smart man. He saved me the bother of turning down his daughter 
and if he keeps his word, my merits will not be affected too much by the lab's 
destruction.' 

"Thanks, Baron. Kamila is a real explorer. She loves visiting new places, but I usually 
drag her down. I travel so much that as soon as I get leave the only thing I want to do 
is sit down and relax." Lith said. 

His reply was the last nail in the coffin for Iriel's naive dream of finding a knight in 
shining armor. She audibly broke into tears and ran away. 

'Of all the nerve!' Solus blurted out at his blatant lie. 


traitorAIZEN 217 I 415 



'What relax? You don't even sleep at night unless 1 force you to do so. The only 
reasons you spend so much time with Kamila is for the 'benefits' and because you're 
afraid that if you treat her like you did Phloria, she'll leave you too.' 

Solus's words stung hard. If it was up to Lith, he would spend almost all of his free 
time inside the tower conducting experiments, setting everything else aside for later. 

Only after Phloria broke up with him did he realize that although they had lived 
together, practiced together, and trained together during their time at the White 
Griffon, they had actually spent little time together. 

He had been so focused on his work that he had neglected his girlfriend, his friends, 
and even his family. But whereas his relatives could accept him growing distant with 
time and wanting space, Phloria became tired of all his silences, absences, and being 
always a low priority in his life. 

She had given up on the hope he would open up first, then on attempting to become 
a bigger part of his life, and finally on their relationship. 

'1 wonder how she put up with me for so long.' Lith thought. 

'You're right Solus, but where would 1 be if 1 didn't work so hard? I've made sacrifices 
to build a better future for myself. Everything comes at a price, even happiness.' 

'You spent your first life loveless until you died alone. I'm not saying what you did 
was wrong, just that finding someone special is a small miracle. You should treasure 
such a person, instead of hoping to find another one once she gets tired of your 
antics.' Solus thought. 

Lith mulled over her words all the way to Zantia, his next destination. 

He took into account the Baron's teaching, and after calculating that without Solus's 
tower Warping ability it would take a normal Ranger a full day to cover such 
distance, he took the rest of the day to study his loot and restore Trouble's body. 

Lith had yet to attempt using higher necromancy, mostly because creating a sentient 
undead was almost like having a child. Even though greater undead were smart and 
matured fast, they would still start as clean slates, needing parenting and guidance. 

Otherwise they would turn into mindless monsters and attempt to destroy their 
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creator. Lith much preferred lesser undead. They were mindless, disposable, and 
maybe one day they could work as a temporary body for Solus. 

He had long since learned how to use necromantic energies to regenerate corpses. 
Irtu, the Clackers' Queen, and now Trouble were all fine additions to his collection. 
The Balor's black eye turned out to be capable of absorbing darkness magic like a 
sponge. 

'Even in death, a Balor's eyes are great magical amplifiers for the corresponding 
element. Why the heck doesn't the army bestiary mention any of this?' Lith thought. 

"Maybe to prevent Rangers from poaching. 1 wouldn't be surprised if your superiors 
asked you to give them the body. Even though they are monsters, Balors spawn 
slowly. They are as rare as they are powerful." Solus pondered. 

"Fuck! 1 wouldn't have shown it during my report if 1 knew it wasn't just a corpse." 

"Then they wouldn't have taken you seriously. Without the threat of the lab 
becoming a Balor's spawning ground they would have not sent reinforcements so 
when the lab exploded, you'd have been the fall guy instead of Vorgh." Solus said. 

"If you keep everything for yourself, sooner or later someone will get suspicious 
about your activities. We've gotten away with stealing the purple crystal already. If 
the army wants the corpse, give it to them. You can't always win." 

Lith sighed recognizing the truth in Solus's words. Without the army, he would have 
never heard about Jambel's crisis. The adamant Forge and the enchanted items he 
had acquired there were priceless treasures. 

"Let's see what happens when 1 turn a Balor into an undead. 1 never met a corpse 
capable of storing so much darkness magic." Lith said. 

"What about resting? You haven't had a proper night's sleep in days." 

"I've still got a lot of time. 1 won't go to Zantia until tomorrow and 1 don't know if I'll 
get to keep the corpse. If 1 don't experiment now. I'll never learn anything about 
Balors." 

Solus had many things to object with, but since they were inside the tower, there was 
nothing that could go wrong. Lith followed all of the steps of true necromancy Kalla 
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had taught him. 


He conjured a pseudo blood core made of darkness magic with a spark of light magic 
at its center. It served as an imprint, to create a bond between the undead and its 
maker which ensured its loyalty. 

The moment the pseudo core touched the corpse, it moved on its own, finding the 
remnants of the Balor's mana core and using them to spread its essence. 

"That never happened before. Solus, control arrays." Lith started weaving several 
spells, but it was too late. The corpse stood up, looking around the necromancy lab 
instead of waiting for orders like a common lesser undead. 

To make matters worse, the red light of undeath which usually animated Lith's 
minions, was replaced by a blazing violet light. 

"Red is for auto pilot, blue when you possess them. What's violet?" Solus asked. 

"Beats me." Lith replied as he tried to move the undead at will. He could feel his mind 
resonate with the spark of light in the pseudo blood core. The orders arrived, yet 
there was a resistance, like a second will battling for control. 
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CHAPTER 554 
TROUBLING DEAD (2) 


Or so Lith thought for a couple of seconds, before the creature started moving 
around obediently like it was supposed to. 

"Something is wrong. I'm not using tendrils of mana to fuel it since it's an 
experiment, but 1 can feel it getting stronger. Solus?" 

"It's the eye! Or better, the eyes! Even as undead, they can gather world energy. The 
black one, in particular, has formed a mana pool with a strength on par with a red 
core already and it keeps getting stronger." 

"Ma-master." Trouble stuttered, giving Lith the creeps. 

"Shut it down!" Solus said. 

"Tm trying!" Both his attempts to retrieve the undead energies and to possess the 
Balor's body to crush the pseudo core from within had failed. Lith didn't care if the 
thing called him master, lord, or hubby. 

He didn't trust anything he couldn't control. 

"1 have no master!" The creature roared. By receiving a constant supply of darkness 
element from the black eye, the pseudo core was becoming more stable, 
independent from Lith's energy flow. 

The red eye lit up, emitting a tiny jet of fire like it was a gaslighter. 

"He has retained his skills!" Solus and Lith said in unison, although the former with 
worry and the latter with joy. 

"There's nothing to be happy about! Given time, he will gather enough mana to use 
his real powers, and if we destroy the body you'll end up in trouble with the army." 
Solus said as she activated her defensive arrays. 


traitorAIZEN 221 I 415 



A force field trapped the Balor, forcing him to his knees. 


"You worry too much." Lith walked toward the undead, his right hand extended 
toward the location of the pseudo core. The closer he got, the stronger his hold over 
his own mana became. 

Trouble crawled back until he hit the force field, then he lashed out, emitting a black 
pillar against Lith, who took it in head-on. The darkness magic passed through him 
like it was just colored light. Even the tower's walls came out unscathed. 

"Whatever is happening, while this thing runs on my mana, it can only hurt me 
physically. I'm not stupid enough to use a perfect pseudo blood core for an 
experiment. 

"1 gave it barely enough strength to walk." Lith explained to the surprised Solus. 

Trouble snarled one last time, before collapsing on the ground. 

"Now what?" Lith asked. The undead was back to being a corpse. It had no life force 
nor mana flow anymore. 

"He used all the energy he had, even his pseudo core." Solus said. 

"This is great! If we can understand what happened, 1 can build a small army of elite 
soldiers with powerful abilities." 

"Soldiers that will revolt against you." Solus sneered. "That thing had a will of its 
own, his life force was growing on top of yours." 

"It would explain the purple light." Lith pondered. "Red is for the natural state, blue 
when an external will flows into an undead. The question is: what was the source of 
the external will?" 

"The eye? After all, they are the core of a Balor's power. Maybe the black eye 
amplified your spell to the point of turning it into greater necromancy." Solus said. 

Lith surgically removed and stored it inside his pocket dimension before making a 
second attempt. This time, despite all of his efforts and mastery, the pseudo core was 
unable to take root. The corpse straight rejected it. 
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"Let me guess, since Balors cannot process mana without their eyes I can't resurrect 
it after removing the black eye." Lith said. 

"It makes sense." Solus's wisp nodded. 

"Yozmogh had six eyes, while Trouble only had three. According to the bestiary, the 
remaining three are fused with Trouble's body. To test this theory, we need a Balor 
without the black eye. 

"If we can raise it normally, then we are one step closer to fulfilling your crazy plan of 
making an undead army. Otherwise, back to square one." 

"Yeah, tomorrow I'll buy a Balor at the market and we'll test your theory." Lith said 
while putting the eye back into the empty socket. Even his sarcasm couldn't hide that 
the idea of losing Trouble's body pained him. 

Even if everything failed and Balors turned out to be impossible to reanimate as 
undead, it would still give him more insight into necromancy. After discarding 
vampires and liches as possible ways to escape from his resurrection cycle, Lith 
needed something new. 

"Guess we'll never know." Solus sighed. They were both aware that conducting a 
series of experiments to uncover an unknown phenomenon required time and effort. 
Unfortunately, they only had a few hours before they had to be at Zantia, and Lith 
was tired. 

Solus put Trouble's corpse inside her pocket dimension, making sure that no trace of 
life nor undeath remained. Trouble was the first enemy they had fought inside her 
tower from and she had no desire for a second round. 

The following day, Lith's mood was even worse. He had remembered how according 
to Zolgrish, a Balor's eyes were powerful magical amplifiers. Failing an experiment 
was irrelevant to him. 

Back on Earth, his science professors always stressed how many trials and errors 
were needed before making a breakthrough. Losing his specimen and three 
amplifiers at once, though, was a loss from which it was hard to recover from. 

To add insult to injury, when he had called Kamila, hoping she could cheer him up 
with one other smiles, she was in an awful mood too. Lith asked her many times if 
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there was something wrong to no avail. 


When he reached Zantia's walls, Lith was itching for a fight. It was a medium sized 
city, famous for being surrounded by a luscious forest where it was possible to find 
several rare mystical plants. 

Many magical beasts resided there, keeping bandits and monsters alike at bay. Zantia 
was one of the few cities in the north to have not faced a monster wave in decades. 

Unfortunately, the forest was both a blessing and a curse. As long as they weren't 
provoked, magical beasts were peaceful but the same couldn't be said for some 
aggressive species of plants that kept growing no matter how many times they were 
burnt, cut, or destroyed with magic. 

Even magical beasts were forced to avoid specific areas of the forest. Merchants had 
a hard time reaching and leaving Zantia in one piece which created a vicious circle. 

As long as Zantia was cut out of the main trading routes, it would never get a Warp 
Gate. 

At the same time, without a Warp Gate the city would never be added to the main 
trading routes. None of it was a problem for someone like Lith who was capable of 
flight. 

When the guards at the main gate stopped him, he could already smell trouble. The 
man and the woman who donned the uniform of the local militia were clearly afraid, 
and not of him 

"Let me pass." Lith said showing them his golden badge. 

"I'm Ranger Lith Verhen and I've been called by the city lord. Count Cestor to oversee 
a matter of public security." 

"We're very sorry to have wasted your time. Ranger Verhen." Said the male guard, a 
man in his early thirties with blond hair and grey eyes. 

"You are free to go. The Count has waived your protection since everything has 
already been resolved." The man handed him a piece of paper with the Count's seal. 
Lith's surprise only grew when his army amulet confirmed both the document's and 
the seals' authenticity. 
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CHAPTER 555 
HOSTILITY (1) 


"Everything seems to be in order, but I can't follow such a command without hearing 
it directly from Lord Cestor." Lith said while stepping forward. 

The two guards crossed their lances in front of him, but he didn't stop. 

"Even if the document is in order, 1 need to make sure it's not forged. Anyone could 
use the city Lord's seal." Lith was now just a few millimeters from the blades. 

"The Count requested the army's help and we've not been able to contact him ever 
since. Before 1 can leave, 1 must speak with him. Stand down and let me pass, 
because the moment your weapons touch my body you'll be persecuted for treason 
against the Crown." 

Lith's eyes flared up as he released a bit of killing intent. The mental pressure 
exerted by the mana filled with his violent emotions overwhelmed the guards, who 
turned pale but only took one step back. 

Lith was surprised by their obstinacy. Without proper training or a mana core strong 
enough, killing intent was more than enough to send normal people running for their 
lives. Their fear had to be deep rooted to allow them to hold their ground. 

"Fine." A wave of Lith's hand generated two streams of lightning bolts which nailed 
the guards against the city walls. Their bodies trembled in seizure before falling 
unconscious onto the ground. 

Three more guards rushed to the gate after hearing the screams. They were about to 
unsheathe their weapons when they recognized the Ranger uniform. 

"Arrest and detain those two, 1 want to interrogate them later." Lith said. The shocked 
soldiers kept moving their eyes from Lith to their companions, never removing their 
hands from the hilt of their blades. 

Their lack of discipline annoyed Lith. He was used to being harassed by the 
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inhabitants of small cities, but even there the local guards knew their place. 


"Where is your Sergeant? 1 want to give him a piece of my mind about how he trains 
his soldiers." Lith said. 

"You just knocked him out, Sir." Replied one of the guards after snapping out of his 
reverie. 

"What happened?" 

Lith explained the reason of his coming and his need for meeting the Count Cestor. 

"1 understand. Sir. 1 apologize on behalf of the Sergeant. 1 can assure you he is a good 
man. It's just that these days we are all jumpy." The soldier replied. He was a young 
man in his early twenties, with light brown hair and blue eyes. 

"My name is Firgon Heklas. Nice to meet you. Sir." He said while giving Lith a salute. 
The other two took care of the injured guards before cuffing and move them to the 
nearest jail. 

"What reason could possibly lead your comrades to commit such blatant 
insubordination?" 

Firgon led Lith to the city Lord's mansion while explaining to him the details about 
Zantia's recent events. 

"Please, don't be too harsh on them. Their families are going through a tough time. 
Not only is this winter really harsh, but a lot of people are falling ill. Healers are 
powerless against the disease and many of the relatives of its victims have joined a 
shady cult that claims to be able to treat any illness." Firgon said. 

"Are you saying there is a plague here in Zantia?" 

"Not a plague." Firgon shook his head. 

"Technically, it's not even a disease. Every person displays different symptoms, so we 
don't even know if they are all suffering from the same thing, and it never lasts long. 
The problem is that after some time people get sick again, like it never heals. We call 
it: 'the Griever'." 
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"What about your Healers?" Lith found the story ridiculous. Illnesses and even 
poisons acted all the same. Someone poisoning several different people each with a 
different substance was as cruel as it was idiotic. 

"They have confirmed it's not poisoning, but an affliction of the body. They can cure 
it, but it only makes things worse. Whenever the disease gets removed, it returns 
almost immediately stronger than before." Firgon replied. 

"1 can sympathize with them. One of my sisters has been ill for a long time, but that 
still doesn't explain your sergeant's odd behavior." 

"I'm afraid it's because of the Church of the Six." Firgon sighed. 

"Life in the north is harsh, so a lot of religions are born and die every year. They try 
to give people hope about the afterlife, but usually their absurd dogmas are just a 
cover to rob believers of their money. 

"The Church of the Six is different for two reasons. First, they don't ask for 
'donations' for everything, and second, whatever they do, it works. Or so they say. 
Some of them get rich, others get healed, and stuff like that. 

"People whose relatives got the Griever became fanatics after word got out that the 
clerics can cure it for good. The bastards only treat the most loyal worshippers, 
though." 

"I've traveled quite a lot and have never heard about either the Church of the Six or 
the Griever." Lith pondered. 

"It's not a surprise. The Church was founded only last year and it would have already 
disappeared if not for the Griever." 

"Let me guess, your Sergeant is a believer." Lith said. 

"Yeah, a big one. He recently became a father, and there's nothing he wouldn't do to 
spare his son from all that suffering. His wife's hair is turning white from the fear." 

"When did the Griever appeared?" 

"Right after the winter lockdown started. The worst stuff always happens during that 
period. Bad luck loves company." 
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Lith nodded and decided to let the Sergeant off the hook. The man was already 
suffering enough. 

'1 doubt the Griever is a real illness. Most likely his son is terminally ill. If 1 accuse 
him of treason, he will lose his job, his life, and the little time they have left together.' 
Lith thought. 

'Why don't you cure the baby? It shouldn't be difficult for you.' Solus thought. 

'1 sympathize with him, but that doesn't mean 1 care for him or his son. Especially 
after he pointed a blade at me. He made his choice when he preferred listening to a 
cleric rather than ask a Healer for help.' 

After another few questions about the situation of Zantia, they reached Count 
Cestor's House. The city Lord was a short man in his mid fifties, around 1.62 meters 
[5'4"} tall with white hair and thin mustaches. 

The Count was sickly pale, far more than what passed for normal in the north, with 
bloodshot eyes and so many nervous tics that Lith suspected him of drug abuse. 

"Tm really sorry to have wasted your time. Ranger Verhen, but as the guards told you 
at the city gates, our issues are already solved. I'm sure there are plenty of cities that 
need your help." His voice was firm, yet it sounded old and tired like he hadn't sleep 
in days. 

"Why you didn't just cancel your request? We've tried to contact you for several 
days." 

"Because I've seen the light. Ranger Verhen. Magic is the sad attempt of men to play 
god. Our arrogance has long since blinded us and angered the real gods. Only by 
relinquishing it can we pray to receive their mercy." 

Lith was tempted to give the man a soapbox and a "the end is near" t-shirt as the 
Count looked at him with the ill-concealed contempt a self-righteous man usually 
reserved for a nonbeliever. 
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CHAPTER 556 
HOSTILITY (2) 


"Sure, right. I'd love to hear more, but alas I'm a busy man." Lith's tone was as 
condescending as it was full of sarcasm. He took out the army amulet from his pocket 
dimension, suppressing a chuckle when the Count yelped at the sight of it. 

Lith reported everything to his handler, then he had her confirm the Count's well 
being and record his request for canceling the mission. 

"I need you to state the reason why you requested the army's intervention in the first 
place for the record." Kamila said. 

"Because Viscount Krame's mercenaries were harassing several upstanding citizens 
and interfering with their religious freedom, but now everything is resolved. Those 
sinners have received their retribution." 

The Count's fervor put a dent in even Kamila's perfect poker face, making her raise 
an eyebrow in confusion. 

"Do you mean that the local guards dealt with the problem?" 

"No, the gods did. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a lot of work to do. When will 
Ranger Verhen leave? His services are unrequired and his disrespect most 
unpleasant." The Count asked her, like Lith wasn't even there. 

"Right after lunch. Since you have already wasted my time, the least I can do is to get 
a hot meal and restock my food supplies." Lith left the Count's office, never hanging 
up the call. 

"I've resolved two missions in as many days. I would like to apply for leave due to 
outstanding performance." He said. 

"The second doesn't count since it was canceled, but nice try. If you need any kind of 
supplies, buy them from the local army store. Merchants inflate their prices during 
the lockdown, whereas we keep ours fixed." 
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'How cute other worrying about my expenses. She seems to be faring much better 
than yesterday.' Lith thought. 

'Yeah, but isn't it odd that she is still your handler after becoming a Field Assistant 
Constable?' Solus pondered. It didn't make much sense, unless someone was 
attempting to manipulate their relationship again. 

Lith cursed himself for forgetting about her promotion again and called Kamila 
during her lunch break to make sure everything was fine. 

"1 was supposed to be replaced after 1 started my training course, but 1 asked to 
continue being your handler. 1 don't know if it's because of Lady Ernas or 
Commander Berion, but the central command accepted my request." Kamila said 
while unpacking her chicken salad. 

Having a sedentary job and practicing cooking had made her gain some weight, so 
she was on a diet. To make matters worse, Lith's training routine gave him his lean 
muscular build and made her self-conscious about her body. 

"Is that why you looked so tired recently? 1 don't want you to overwork yourself. 
Starting a new job is already challenging enough, you don't need extra stress." Lith 
ordered a whole roasted chicken with gravy sauce and potatoes, almost making her 
drool. 

"Don't worry, it's no big deal. This way we can keep in touch even when we are away 
from each other. Being sure you're alright is worth a little overtime and 1 can use a 
little extra money." Kamila needed to save as much as she could for Zinya's 
procedure. 

"Tm glad to still have you as my handler, but most importantly, as my girlfriend. 1 
wish you were here." Lith caressed Kamila's hologram's cheek while she intently 
stared at his meal. She was already done with her food and yet she was still hungry. 

"1 got to go. Have a nice meal and remember to tip the waitress." Kamila said when 
the gong signaled the end other break. Her hologram disappeared, leaving Lith's full 
blown paranoia to worry about why she seemed to be on edge the whole time. 

'Maybe she is sick of our long distance relationship, or maybe she met someone else. 
Someone better than me.' Lith had no idea that it had been his meal upsetting her. 
Kamila couldn't forgive herself for speaking to the chicken the whole time instead of 


traitorAIZEN 231 I 415 



Lith. 


"Hey handsome, is this seat taken?" Said a honeyed feminine voice. 

Lith was so focused on his alleged troubles with Kamila that he almost choked on his 
lunch from surprise. Aside from noble girls, no one had hit on him since he had 
started working as a Ranger. 

Without waiting for a reply, the woman sat in front of him while crossing her legs in 
a slow, seductive way. 

"I'm flattered by your attentions, but in case you missed it, 1 was just talking to my 
girlf..." Lith looked up from his plate, too dumbfounded to continue his speech. 

Aside from Tista, Tyris, and Thrud, it was definitely the most beautiful woman he 
had ever seen. Long silky black hair framed her delicate visage, emphasizing her 
light chestnut eyes and her fair skin. 

Her soft curves and ample bosom were so voluptuous that not even her comfortable 
adventurer's clothes could hide them more than a passing cloud can eclipse the sun. 

"Can you take me to a Healer? Because 1 just broke my leg falling for you." Lith 
replied, making her giggle. 

A group of adventurers sitting a few tables apart were currently split between those 
too shocked to speak and those cursing out loud. 

"Since when does the Captain have a thing for tall guys? She even rejected Hosung, 
and he was a giant!" Said a red haired man currently green with envy. 

"Who cares! It's the first time I've seen her hitting on someone, let alone laugh at a 
cheesy pick up line." Said a young woman with light brown hair and her uniform 
dirty from spilling her wine all over it. 

"What the heck are you doing here, Friya?" Lith said while embracing his old friend 
and causing most of the male customers of the restaurant to choke on their food 
from resentment. 

"1 could ask you the same thing. The north is a big place, 1 didn't expect to meet you 
so easily." Friya was still giggling at their flirting routine. It was an inside joke 
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between them, from the time they both were Assistant Professors at the White 
Griffon. 

Whenever they met, they would pretend to not know each other and spout the 
cheesiest lines they could think of. It helped Friya to keep annoying suitors at bay 
and she usually found the people's reaction to the scene to be hilarious. 

"There's only one reason for me being here. They requested my presence. Luckily, 

I'm already done with my business and I'm about to leave. What about you?" 

"I've been here in Zantia for a month. Viscount Krame recruited my whole guild to 
protect his properties from the local nutjobs." She shrugged. 

"No offense but, why you? There are a lot of mercenary guilds in the north too. 
Finding you here, in my same restaurant can't be just a coincidence." 

"There are several reasons for calling me. First, my guild has still a perfect score. 
Second, having a capable Healer during a lockdown is always a plus. Third, Viscount 
Krame is one of those stuck up idiots that look down on anyone who isn't a noble for 
at least three generations. 

"There aren't many guilds lead by a noble, also he hopes that by hiring me he will get 
the opportunity to suck up on my parents, especially dad." Friya said. 

"No sane man would approach your mother." Lith still found it odd meeting her like 
that. 
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CHAPTER 557 
HOSTILITY (3) 


"Indeed. As for the restaurant, I just kept tabs on you after I heard about a Ranger 
zapping the guards. I followed you here to surprise you and I accomplished that. 
Your face was priceless. By the way, do you need help with that?" Friya pointed at his 
meal. 

"Thanks, but no thanks. I'm a firm believer that it takes two to truly appreciate a 
chicken. The chicken and me." He replied while pulling the plate away from her fork. 

"Always the gentleman, eh?" Friya pouted while ordering a smaller portion of what 
he had taken. 

"Speaking of gentlemen. Count Cestor called saying your guild harassed Zantia's 
citizens and that you've got some kind of divine retribution for it." 

"That's rich! We harassed no one. Viscount Krame owns many magical workshops, 
mostly small stuff like enchanted home appliances and ornaments. Those jerks from 
the Church of the Six pestered his customers and his employees with their fanatical 
propaganda. 

"We simply kept them away from private property, that's it. As for the 'divine 
retribution', the children of the Viscount got the Griever, but my guild members are 
fine." Friya's gurgling stomach forced Lith to share his plate while she waited for her 
own. 

"What can you tell me about the Griever?" Lith's professional curiosity was piqued. 

"It's no illness, that's for sure. I suspect it's caused by something in the water, 
because all three of the Viscount's children presented weakened organs and random 
damage to the skin, but I never managed to identify what caused the phenomenon. 

"Not even after it returned for the third time. Since those noble idiots seems to be 
unable to follow even the simplest orders, I had to give them a detail 24/7. Playing 
babysitter means my men can't protect all of the shops anymore, but since we still 
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get paid in full, I'm fine with that." 


"I'm sorry to bother you, Captain, but are you not going to introduce us to your new 
friend?" Said a young woman in her early twenties. She had a pixie cut and a round 
face. 

She could've been considered cute, if not for her thick muscular build and square 
jaw. Coupled with her fierce eyes, they gave her a cold demeanour, like a disgruntled 
drill sergeant ready to dish out a punishment. 

"He's no friend, Wyra." Friya said with a suave voice, while taking Lith's hand and 
threading her fingers through his. 

"We've decided to marry." 

At those words, several mugs of beer shattered on the floor as many members of 
Friya's guild either dropped them or made them fall by standing up abruptly in 
disbelief. 

Seeing their bewildered expressions, Friya burst out in laughter, shocking them even 
more. She rarely showed her emotions to them. A mercenary guild was no charity, 
nor was it like the army. They followed her to make a profit, not because of honor 
and blind loyalty. 

They were all mages from minor academies or had graduated from the great ones 
yet failed to master any specialization. They were jacks of all trades, but without the 
means to make a living with magic. 

Friya knew they could leave her the moment they received a better offer or if they 
thought the mission was too risky. She trusted only the core members other unit and 
kept the others at arm's length. 

"She's joking." Lith said since Friya was still too busy crying from laughter. 

"I'm Lith Verhen. Nice to meet you miss Wyra." Lith offered her his hand and she 
promptly shook it. 

"It's an honour to meet you. Sir. You're a beacon of hope for us mages of commoner 
origin." Wyra blushed while squeezing his hand with enough strength that she would 
have crushed it if not for Lith's enhanced body. 
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"Did they send you here for the Griever? Zantia could use a great Healer's expertise." 
Said the red headed man, making Friya angry. 

"Hey, 1 resent that! 1 ranked second after him, both overall and in the light 
department. I'm a great Healer tool" She said while stabbing her chicken with anger. 

"No, they didn't. I'm leaving the city after lunch." 

After meeting Friya's ten men unit, Lith understood why Quylla didn't trust them to 
accompany her during her travels. Most of them were either trying to suck up to him 
or staring at him with envy or contempt. 

Only a few, like Wyra, were just trying to befriend him. 

'Judging from Friya's expression, some of them are going to get kicked out of the 
guild as soon as their current mission is over.' Lith thought after paying his bill and 
offering them a round of drinks. 

He tried to push open the door of the restaurant, yet it didn't budge. Only when the 
hardwood started to creak did it open, but a chilly wind slapped his face and big 
snowflakes entered the hallway. 

"What the heck? Where did this storm come from?" Lith asked the head waiter. 

"From the sky, 1 guess. The weather changes often in the north." The man replied 
with a condescending tone, like he was talking to an ignorant kid. 

Lith ignored the waiter playing captain obvious and closed himself in the bathroom. 
After checking with Life Vision that no one was inside, he opened a Warp Gate 
leading as far as he could, using Invigoration to boost the spell's strength. 

'This is all too odd. First, they call me here for nothing and send me away despite 
there being an odd disease spreading. Then 1 meet Friya and 1 casually get stuck here 
because of a sudden snowstorm. Someone is playing with me.' Lith thought. 

Yet despite Lith's full blown paranoia, no matter how far the dimensional corridor 
went, wind and snow would always strike his face with so much strength that it was 
impossible to see further than three meters. 

'You're right. Clearly the sky spirits conspired against you.' Solus chuckled. Yet she 
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checked as far as she could see with mana sense, making sure the storm really was 
natural. Just to be safe. 


'Dammit! This is even worse than 1 thought. This isn't my first snowstorm, but 1 
always managed to spend them in the tower with you. What am 1 supposed to do 
until it blows over?' Lith thought. 

'Maybe spend some time with your old friend? Help the people of Zantia with the 
Griever? You two have a lot of catching up to do.' 

Friya was really happy about the snowstorm and offered Lith an accommodation as 
an honorary member of the Crystal Shield, her adventurers guild. Lith didn't miss 
that such position would put him under her command, but he accepted anyway. 

'The Count is a nutjob. He didn't want me setting foot inside the city, 1 doubt he 
would offer me a place to stay. This way 1 get a room, the opportunity to make up 
with Friya for not inviting her for my birthday, and 1 can take a look at the Griever. 

'When shit hits the fan, it would be up to me to fix that mess anyway.' He inwardly 
sighed. 

Unfortunately, Viscount Krame didn't share Friya's enthusiasm. 

"Another mouth to feed during winter is a burden. Lady Ernas." The Viscount said. He 
was a man in his late forties, around 1.68 meters [5'6"} tall with thick black hair and 
a finely trimmed goatee. 
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CHAPTER 558 
HOSTILITY (4) 


Everything about his appearance spoke of order and control. He was wearing a 
perfectly ironed black suit that didn't show a single wrinkle despite having been 
used for half day. 

Not a single hair on his head was out of place, every one of his movements was slow 
and calculated. His stern expression was reinforced by his gold-rimmed glasses 
which made his calculative gaze look cruel rather than wise. 

"Your guild is doing an excellent job, 1 don't see why 1 should welcome this man into 
my home. I'm sure there are plenty of free rooms in the city's hotels and that he can 
afford to pay for his meals." Krame only spoke to Friya, ignoring everyone else. 

'Wow, this guy is as stingy as you are.' Solus thought. Both her and Lith were 
surprised at being treated like that. It was the second time in a single day that 
someone had looked down on him. 

"Your Lordship, Lord Verhen is an excellent Healer and the Ranger in charge of the 
Kellar region. I'm sure you realize that his presence can be of great help. The 
snowstorm could isolate the city, if not even your mansion, for days." Friya said. 

"You are an excellent Healer, Lady Ernas. Why would 1 need two? Besides, 1 doubt he 
can be of any use. No truly talented and sane man would ever work as a civil servant. 
It still has the word 'servant' in it and proves a lack of ambition." 

"What about my mother and my father, then?" Friya hated to use her parents' names. 
The whole point of leading a mercenary guild was building her career outside other 
family. Yet the 'sane' part prevented her from using Manohar as a model. 

"Please." The Viscount scoffed at her naive attempt of manipulation. 

"Your mother chose a noble career that allows her to uphold and influence the law. 
She protects us from the scum of the earth. Your father's talent is bottomless. He is 
an Arch Duke, a warrior, a Forgemaster, and a leader of the Knight Guard. 
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"This man, instead, took the job of a watchdog with no further career path. Rangers 
usually drop out of the army or drop dead. He's barely more than a vagrant with a 
hundred masters, and as soon as the winter lockdown ends. I'll be one of them. Now 
please get out of my office. 1 have work to do." 

"What a dick. I'm sorry, Lith." Friya said after they left the Viscount's office. 

"Follow me. I'll show you your accommodations." 

"Didn't he just say that I'm not welcome?" 

"Yeah, but he never said no either. 1 know the type, if 1 take you in as my guest, he'll 
never dare to complain to my face. You've changed a lot, you know? The old Lith 
would have glared at Krame until he pissed his pants." Friya looked at him with 
curiosity. 

"That's unfair. If 1 killed every single noble that treated me rudely, I'd have been 
called the new Balkor for years by now. 1 don't care what Krame says. He's just an 
irrelevant road bump on my path." Lith replied. 

"1 wouldn't be so sure. He's using the events caused by the Church of the Six to get 
Count Cestor removed and become the next city Lord. He's likely to succeed if you 
ask me." 

"What events? The Griever is not a plague and a few nutjobs aren't enough to 
dispose of a loyal servant of the Crown." 

"You would be right, if Cestor was competent. Ever since he joined the Church of the 
Six, those fanatics have harassed every mage of the city. They say that magic is an 
insult to the gods and all that crap." Friya said. 

"What? That's enough to outlaw such a religion. Harming mages is a serious crime. 
Why has no one contacted the army or the mage association about this?" 

"Because the city is split into two factions. One follows the Church's dogmas and 
wants to kick mages out of the city. The other one is collecting evidence to get rid of 
their opponents and seize their properties. 

"Neither faction wants to involve the army, it would ruin their plans." Friya said. 
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"Then why did the Count call me? Wasn't that shooting himself in the foot?" 


"Beats me. Maybe he really has gone mad." Friya shrugged as she opened the door of 
Lith's room. It was barely bigger than a storage room, with just enough space for a 
bed and a wardrobe. 

"Sorry to give you the worst room, but it's all that's left." 

"Don't worry. I've been in worse places." Lith lied. The only reason he had accepted 
staying there was to keep an eye on her. The situation in the city was too odd, and 
Lith had noticed how Friya was on edge while dealing with some of her guild 
members. 

'Damn, 1 can't leave the city during a snowstorm. The army locates my position every 
time 1 make a report and a single Warp Steps only crosses about ten kilometers [6.2 
miles}. 

'1 can reach a mana geyser with it, but for a normal mage it would be suicidal. Now 
that 1 have a better understanding of the situation, 1 might as well play ball.' 

As soon as he was alone, Lith called his handler and explained everything to her. 

"My assessment is that Count Cestor is insane or being manipulated, while Viscount 
Krame is willing to exploit the chaos that will ensue as the conflicts escalate to 
further his political agenda." Lith said. 

"Agreed. I'll contact my superiors and let you know their decision. Until then, 
investigate this Church of the Six and the Griever. If your friend is right about the 
means of contagion, then Zantia could be the rehearsal for something bigger. 

"Gods, I'll never understand why people are willing to hurt those closest to them for 
the pettiest reasons." Kamila's voice was so sad that Lith understood she wasn't 
talking about Zantia, but rather about herself. 

He called her on her civilian amulet immediately after ending the call. He had 
recognized the hologram's background as her home, so there was no risk of 
interrupting her job with his paranoia. 

"Kami are you alright?" Lith said noticing she was crying, which made him sick with 
worry. 
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"It's just a rough moment for me. Everything is fine." Those words made Lith shiver. 
In his experience, when a woman said those three words, they were usually a lie. 

"No, it's not. Yesterday you were in a bad mood, then you behaved oddly during 
lunch, and now this? Kami, if you don't talk to me, I don't know what to do." He said. 
At the mention of lunch, she laughed amid the tears. 

"I was perfectly normal at lunch, silly. I'm just on a diet and couldn't stand watching 
you eat while I starved." She chuckled. 

"But you are right about the rest, Tm not fine. I went to visit my sister and seeing her 
like that broke my heart. I don't know if I can save her anymore. I feel so helpless 
that it's driving me crazy." 

Lith didn't understand much from her rambling, but he let her talk and cry as long as 
she needed to. 

Seeing her breaking apart like that hurt him deeply. Kamila always smiled and she 
always had a nice word for Lith, turning his perpetual frown upside down. He 
wanted to drop everything and run back to Belius just to embrace her. 

"Is there anything I can do?" It was all he could say when she was done talking. 

"No, but thanks for the offer. I'll explain everything to you once you get back. I 
promise that the second time it will make sense." She chuckled. 

"Thanks for listening to me. I feel much better now. Don't worry, you did nothing 
wrong. This time." She laughed harder, making him smile. 
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CHAPTER 559 
MAN IN BLACK (1) 


"I'm going kill that fucker." Lith's smile disappeared as soon as the call ended. 

He didn't understand everything, but based on what he knew about Zinya's situation, 
it wasn't hard to guess who the root of Kamila's problem was. 

'Calm down. Making Kamila's sister a widow isn't bound to make her happy, 
especially if she finds out you are the culprit. She isn't as morally flexible as you are 
and she isn't stupid. 

'If what's-his-face dies, she'll understand the truth and you'll lose her.' Solus said, 
quenching his anger. 

Lith looked out of his window, noticing that the intensity of the snowstorm had 
decreased enough to allow him to move safely. 

'Now that I have a mission, I can't ask Friya to go against the interests other client. It 
would ruin her reputation.' Lith Warped outside and asked around for directions to 
reach the main temple of the Church of the Six. 

Sorting out its believers from regular people was quite easy. Rangers were known to 
be mages, so whenever he met the former, they would either shudder in fear or call 
him names, whereas the latter would warn him. 

"Be careful, son. Those nutjobs are a dangerous bunch." Said an old man who was 
taking advantage of the temporary relief from the snowstorm to stock up groceries. 

"They will try to beat the crap out of you at the first opportunity they get. To make 
matters worse, if you retaliate that idiot Count will hold you responsible for their 
injuries." He spat on the snow as if Cestor's name tasted like horseshit. 

Unlike most cities of the north, Zantia wasn't divided into rims, but into two districts. 
The eastern one, where Lith currently was, was the residential area. The Noble or 
rich households were the farthest ones from the city gates, whereas the poor people 


traitorAIZEN 242 I 415 



lived in its proximity. 


The west district was the commercial area, where one could find shops, hotels, and 
restaurants. The main Church of the Six was located in an old warehouse near the 
center of the city. 

Lith shapeshifted his clothes into a commoner civilian attire before proceeding any 
further. 

'It would be a good idea to not stir unnecessary trouble. I'll get in, check out the most 
notable members of the church, and get out. If not for the Griever and the Count's 
support, this would be an open and closed case. Let's hope things keep being so 
simple.' Lith thought. 

When Lith reached his destination, his mouth almost fell on the ground from the 
surprise. The temple was exactly as he expected it, a simple rectangular shaped 
building made of wood with a sloping roof. 

What stunned him for a couple of seconds was the insignia hung above the double 
doors. It represented a handsome young man with silver hair and seven eyes, 
arranged exactly like those which appeared on Lith's face during a world tribulation. 

Yet they weren't yellow, but each one was a different color with the exception of the 
seventh eye in the middle of the young man's forehead which was completely white, 
with no pupil nor iris. 

'If it wasn't for the seventh eye and the pink skin. I'd think the Church of the Six 
venerates the Balors.' Solus thought. 

"Agreed. The question is: how do they know what an ancient Balor looks like? What 
does the seventh eye mean?" Lith pondered. 

Despite the bad weather, a lot of people were entering the building. Lith waited 
outside, using Life Vision and mana sense to check on them. He soon noticed they 
could be sorted into two different kinds of people. 

Those who had a really weak mana core and looked really angry, and those who had 
a normal bright red or yellow one but looked to be in anguish. 

'1 can't feel any magical aura coming from the temple. It has no defenses nor arrays.' 
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Solus pointed out. 


Lith only had so much time before he was forced to get inside. The snow had turned 
the city white, making any passerby stand out. The sloping roofs didn't offer any 
cover, while patrolling from the sky limited his field of vision due to the still ongoing 
storm. 

He didn't want to go inside before whatever ceremony or ritual they were about to 
perform started. He suspected they would use it to spread the Griever with magic, 
yet he couldn't afford to do small talk with the Church's believers. 

'If they see a new face, the ones behind the scheme might get spooked and just spout 
bullshit, wasting my time. I'm too easily recognizable as a stranger. It's better to wait 
for all eyes to be on the altar. It will be easier to go unnoticed.' Lith thought while 
hiding behind a corner. 

'From above!' Solus's warning made Lith dodge to the side with a roll. Nothing was 
falling from the roof over his head but a piece of snow, yet he knew Solus wouldn't 
yell like that without a good reason. 

He was right. 

A split second later, two deep footprints appeared in the snow and a thud could be 
heard. Someone almost invisible had just landed. Lith could see the air in front of 
him slightly distorted, but it was otherwise unnoticeable. 

"You're better than 1 expected. Ranger Verhen." Said a male voice quickly closing in to 
him. 

Lith activated Life Vision and took out the Gatekeeper Sword from his pocket 
dimension, making it shrink to the size of a short sword to more easily maneuver it 
in the alley they were in. 

Thanks to Life Vision, the distortion was now evident enough to see the human 
figure hiding behind it. 

'Whoever this fucker is, he's not on par with Zolgrish.' Lith struck forward with the 
Gatekeeper, too fast and too close for the opponent to dodge his lunge. 

The moment their blades touched, a young man with blue eyes in his early twenties 
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seemingly appeared out of thin air. He wore what seemed like black assassin garb, 
covering him from head to toe and leaving only his eyes exposed. 

He was wielding a couple of long daggers. One of them had just deflected the 
Gatekeeper, while the other was aimed at Lith's heart. 

His first instinct was to grab it with his free hand, but his paranoia stopped him. 

'Solus, analysis!' He thought while taking a step back and a dagger out of his pocket 
dimension. Lith had no idea how to dual wield, but at least he could parry with it. 

'Red core, normal weapons, and great life force. At least on par with Orion after you 
rejuvenated him, if not better.' She replied. 

'Something is off with his blades, though. 1 can see they are coated with something 
viscous but colorless.' 

'It can't be a simple poison. He knows I'm a Ranger, normal weapons can't even put a 
scratch on my uniform. He's hiding something!' Lith thought as he kept being forced 
on the defensive. 

He had already infused himself with all the elements but the enemy was incredibly 
fast, plus he had the poison and was better suited to fight in such confined space. 

Lith suspected that there was more than a trap waiting for him. 

He was careful not leaving an opening that a second camouflaged enemy could 
exploit. 

To add insult to injury, the assassin had taken him by surprise, so Lith had no spells 
at the ready. He quickly jumped back, gaining the split second of respite he needed to 
Blink behind the enemy and finish him off. 

Lith was flabbergasted when the enemy turned around, deflecting the Gatekeeper 
with inhuman speed as his second dagger, positioned exactly in front of Lith's exit 
point, skewered him using his own momentum. 
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CHAPTER 560 
MAN IN BLACK (2) 


"I spy with my little eye someone who's going to die." The assassin laughed merrily 
as he exploited Lith's shock to push away the Gatekeeper and struck at his neck to 
finish him off. 

The first dagger had pierced Lith's chest, but thanks to his reflexes, which had 
allowed him to stop at the last second, and to the Skinwalker Armor, it didn't go 
deep. Lith knew that a normal weapon couldn't cut his skin, let alone his armor. 

Which meant that they were anything but normal. 

'No one can move that fast. How did he predict my exit point?' Lith thought. 

His mind spun at top gear as he used the dagger in his left hand to defend himself 
while he stepped back. The blade in his chest only needed one more push to pierce 
his heart and Lith had no desire to test if he still needed it to survive. 

The assassin wasn't willing to let him go, but keeping his arm so close to the 
opponent left it exposed. He was forced to retreat to avoid losing his wrist to the 
Gatekeeper, but he left behind a gruesome present. 

He dodged Lith's slash while twisting and pulling the dagger away. The movement 
ripped the flesh apart and turned the already deep wound into a gaping hole. Life 
fusion started to heal the damage the moment it was inflicted, yet it only made 
things worse for Lith. 

As Solus had predicted, the assassin's blades were coated with some kind of venom 
that the light element boosting Lith's body was now quickly spreading through his 
blood system. 

'Fuck! 1 can't use darkness fusion to cut my pain receptors this time. Otherwise 1 
won't be able to notice the venom's effects until it's too late and it cripples me. 1 need 
to focus light fusion on flushing it out of my body.' Lith thought. 
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"I was wrong. You're such a disappointment, mate. So much for Treius' killer and the 
destroyer of the Black Star." The assassin sneered as he relentlessly attacked Lith 
with inhuman speed and surgical precision, not giving him any time to think. 

The wound on his chest burned as if someone had stabbed him with a burning spear 
and was twisting it inside his flesh. The venom coursing through Lith's veins made 
his heartbeats hurt like his blood had turned into sand and now it was scraping at 
every fiber it met on its wake. 

With every heartbeat, the venom spread further. With every breath Lith took, his 
brain went on fire, blurring his vision. 

'This is no normal venom. I'm analyzing it with Invigoration and it's magical in 
nature. What the actual fuck is going on?' Solus was desperate. Her words fell on 
deaf ears and she knew it. 

Lith was too focused on survival to listen to her advice and she was too shocked from 
mana sense failing her in such an obnoxious manner to think properly. Lith's knees 
suddenly went weak while he was trying to keep his footwork on par with his 
enemy's and two small cuts opened on his legs. 

The assassin was not only inhumanly fast and precise, but he was also well trained. 
Since he had failed to overpower Lith he had changed his tactic. The cuts by 
themselves were enough to slow Lith down and the new doses of venom they carried 
with them made his situation even worse. 

Then, all the pieces of the puzzle fell into place and Solus regained her cool. She took 
a lightning wand out other pocket dimension and shoot at the assassin. He managed 
to dodge it, but his assault was interrupted. 

"Not cool man. How did you do that?" His eyes were flaring with mana. He had 
clearly managed to follow the wand's movements with Life Vision. 

'Son of a gun!' Solus cursed while weaving several spells at once. Lith had only one 
breath of time to rest before the opponent came charging through the barrage of 
lightning bolts she unleashed. 

That single breath allowed Lith to regain his footing as well as his focus. The 
detoxifying spell from his magic ring coupled with life fusion gave him a brief respite 
from the blinding pain that was crippling him. 
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'This venom alternates waves of pain with sudden weakness. If I had used darkness 
fusion to cut off my pain receptors, I would have missed the pain fading right before 
my body goes limp and I would already be dead. 

'I only have a few seconds before the spell stops blocking the symptoms.' Lith 
thought 

He stored the Gatekeeper inside his pocket dimension and had Solus assume her 
gauntlet form. He deflected the first blade with his own while using his open palm to 
thrust at the opponent. 

The assassin smirked, thinking Lith had lost it. He lunged with all of his strength, 
boosting himself with air and fire magic to cut Lith's arm from wrist to shoulder in 
one fell swoop. 

Only when his blade struck the stone covering Lith's arm did he realize something 
was wrong. The impact made him almost lose his grip on his weapon as Lith's palm 
stuck at his nose, crushing it flat. 

Blood started to stream and his vision became blurry as the sudden injury made 
them watery. He tried to step back, but Lith had stomped on his left foot, crushing it 
and locking him into place. 

The palm slid on his face, followed by an elbow blow that shattered his jaw. 

The stunned assassin had no idea what was happening. His enchanted garb was 
supposed to absorb most of the damage, yet it seemed to be nothing more than a 
tacky cloth in front of the Ranger's assault. 

Solus had simply taken out Zolgrish's Eraser from her pocket dimension at the exact 
timing of the impact, shutting down the magical protections. Also, by cutting off his 
pain receptors, the assassin had missed both the pain and the stomp. 

Now his foot was stuck under Liths', making it impossible for him to get away. At that 
distance, his weapons were useless, whereas Solus's gauntlet reached its apex. 
Whenever the thin blades struck the thick stone, the impact made his hands go 
numb. 

They couldn't cut, nor express the full strength of their wielder, whereas the stone 
gauntlet was fast and hit like a hammer. The assassin ducked under the claws aimed 
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at his face, but they still managed to make a small cut on his forehead. 

After his breathing, the assassin also had his vision impaired from the blood trickling 
in his eyes. He activated life fusion to stop the bleeding, only to suddenly feel that 
something was wrong. 

Solus had coated her claws with Balkor's venom to return him the favor. 

It was a special substance devised by the god of death, which directly attacked its 
victim's mana core. The assassin felt no pain, yet he noticed his fusion magic getting 
weaker, making the difference in physical prowess between them grow even wider. 

He activated one of his magical rings to turn the Ranger into a popsicle, but at that 
distance Lith had the time to react at his weak mana flow by grabbing and crushing 
his hand so that the twisted finger threw the spell in a random direction, making it 
useless. 

The assassin lost one of his daggers, which Solus promptly stored away, and tried to 
use the remaining one to stab Lith in the neck. Lith reacted by deflecting the blade 
with his stone covered arm while the dagger in his left hand pierced the assassin's 
right side and cut him open until his ribcage stopped it. 
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CHAPTER 561 
A NEW ENEMY (1) 


The tables had been turned, but both Lith and Solus knew it didn't mean much 
against a fellow Awakened one, whoever the assassin was. He only needed to use 
Invigoration to go back to his peak condition and get rid of the venom, but luckily the 
same applied to Lith. 

'Behind you!' Solus yelled as a new enemy Blinked at their back. 

Lith turned around as fast as he could, noticing that the newcomer was swinging a 
curved blade at him. He was a young looking man, barely in his twenties. He had light 
brown skin and several tattoos on his face. 

He reminded Lith of the man who had fused with the Black Star to prevent its 
destruction. Unlike the assassin, he wasn't wearing any cloaking device, so his body 
shone like a lightbulb to mana sense. 

'Bright cyan mana core, infused with all the elements, and everything he wears is 
enchanted.' Solus said without waiting for Lith to ask. He could see the weapon's 
trajectory, but unfortunately, his body couldn't keep up with it. 

Lith was still bleeding profusely from his chest and the venom was still ravaging his 
body. The best he could do was intercepting the scimitar with his arm protector. The 
enemy was fresh and charging with all of his weight and fusion magic, whereas Lith 
was running on fumes. 

The curved blade pushed Lith's arm down and opened a deep cut from his left 
shoulder to his right hip. The assassin's venom coupled with the blood loss made 
Lith fall to his knees as the new enemy spun on himself to decapitate him with a 
horizontal slash. 

The blade hit only air as Lith was suddenly swallowed into the ground. Solus could 
use only a few powerful spells before running out of mana, so she had to pick them 
carefully. 
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The first one she had weaved was a Warp Steps leading back to Lith's room. She 
placed it under his feet, turning gravity into their ally. Had she chosen to heal such 
deep wounds, the spell would have drained what little stamina Lith had left, while 
countering the venom would have required for her to not take part in the fight. 

Lying on the floor of his room, Lith gasped as blood kept gushing from his wounds, 
forming a small pool under him. Breathing was becoming harder by the second. 

He shut off his pain receptors to gain enough focus to be able to use his breathing 
technique. Invigoration healed his wounds almost instantly, yet the venom proved to 
be harder to deal with. 

It had caused extensive damage that couldn't be treated without first cleansing the 
toxin. Whatever it was, its maker had infused it with darkness magic, making it 
capable of rotting its victim's body and using the light magic used against it to 
empower itself. 

'That was awfully close. That assassin knew who 1 was and that I'm an Awakened. 
The venom, the cloaking of his mana core and of his equipment, everything was 
made to counter how an Awakened usually fights.' Lith thought. 

It took him only a few seconds to get rid of the toxin, yet the process seemed to last 
hours to him. He kept looking around his room, waiting for his enemies to open a 
Warp Steps and finish him before he could recover. 




Right after Solus had brought Lith to safety, the youth with the scimitar was giving 
his all to save his comrade's life. 

"Wake up, Keiran. You know 1 suck at healing." He was mostly talking to himself since 
Keiran was unconscious. Being gutted like a fish with most of his organs damaged 
was already bad. 

Balkor's venom eroding his body and turning his mana core grey only made things 
harder for the second Awakened. He was forced to gamble what would kill his friend 
first, if the bleeding or the never seen before toxin. 

He could only treat one at the time with Invigoration, at least on someone else. As 
most Awakened, he had always considered healing magic a waste of time, since there 
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was nothing that branch of magic could do that Invigoration couldn't do better. 


Deraniel decided to bet on the Awakened's iron body and removed the venom first. 
As soon as Balkor's toxin was cleansed, light fusion started working again, making 
Deraniel work much easier. 

"What the fuck were you thinking, man?" He said as soon as the assassin regained 
consciousness. 

"Your stunt might have compromised the whole plan. Besides, we came here to see if 
the guy is as strong as that old bat Raagu says, not to kill him." 

"Talk for yourself." Keiran said while using Invigoration to return to his peak 
condition. 

"Tm sick of hiding like a thief. Tired of my master always reminding me of being 
careful of fake mages, undead. Guardians, and all of that crap. Damn, we trained for 
over fifteen years, spitting blood every single day, and yet they always treat us like 
kids. 

"1 want to prove to that old fossil that there's nothing we Awakened cannot face." 
"Yeah, right. Remind me again, who saved your sorry ass?" Deraniel sneered. 

"That's different! The fucker took me by surprise." 

"Right. Your ambush took you by surprise. It totally makes sense and doesn't sound 
like a pathetic excuse only a ten year old would use." Deraniel was already regretting 
having saved Keiran's life. 




Only when both Lith and Solus were back to their full strength did Lith allow himself 
to relax. 

'If they didn't barge in here already, it means they have no idea where 1 am. Who 
were those guys and what's the beef they have with me?' Lith thought. 

'The assassin mentioned the Black Star and someone named Treius. Maybe they are 
friends with the Awakened from the Blood Desert you killed a few months ago.' Solus 


traitorAIZEN 252 I 415 



said. 


'Unlikely. There was only spite in his voice, not rage. My guess is that he had to be 
quite young. Aside from his carefully planned attack, everything he did and said 
seemed like a teenager during a measuring contest. Like he had to prove something. 

'The real question is if he attacked me because 1 was near the Church of the Six or for 
a completely unrelated reason.' Lith's paranoia could easily trace a connection 
between two Awakened, a new religion, the Griever, and even with JF Kennedy's 
death. 

'Whatever the answer is, maybe it's better to ask Friya's help. She's bound to know 
something about the Church of the Six, and Awakened cannot show themselves to 
the public. Together you can take both of those guys out.' Solus said. 

'Unless they decide to go all out despite the presence of witnesses or there's more 
than two of them. Anyway, I've lost my opportunity for today's ritual, so second hand 
information is better than nothing.' Lith thought while watching the storm intensify 
again. 

For a second, he considered the possibility of the Awakened assassin using the 
venom to cause the Griever, but he discarded it immediately. 

'It's made to kill, not to incapacitate. Also, someone as skilled as Friya is would have 
detected and extracted it. Unless someone baited me in this house, meeting Friya 
might actually be a blessing in disguise. 

'1 can use her guild to collect the information 1 need and maybe even get access to 
some victims of the Griever. If really there is a link between those two Awakened and 
the illness, by understanding how it works 1 can guess what their endgame is.' 

Lith used Accumulation to refine his core while waiting for dinner. Without his tower 
and with the storm raging outside there wasn't much he could do. A couple of hours 
later, someone knocked on his door. 
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CHAPTER 562 
A NEW ENEMY (2) 


"Hey Lith, mind giving me a hand before we go get our dinner?" Friya asked. 

"No problem. What's the matter?" Lith stood up, feeling a little light headed. 

"Are you alright? You are way paler than when we met earlier." Friya cast her best 
diagnostic spell on him before he could even open his mouth. 

"Just tired from almost dying. No biggie." He shrugged. 

Friya was happy when her spell confirmed that he was perfectly fine, just a bit 
famished. Yet the dying part made her flinch. 

"Forget about my problem. What the heck is going on here? How did you put yourself 
in trouble so fast?" 

"Off the record? Because it's Ranger business, so 1 need you to keep it a secret." Lith 
replied. 

'If 1 have to ask for her help, 1 need to tell her everything. Otherwise 1 could endanger 
her life for nothing.' He thought. 

"Sure. I'm your friend before being an adventurer." She said while forcing him to sit 
on his bed and giving him some beef jerky. 

Lith told her about his new mission concerning the Church and how an assassin had 
ambushed him while he was on recon. 

"Good gods!" Friya blurted out. 

"Your Skinwalker Armor is superior even to a Ranger uniform, yet you're saying this 
guy had poisoned weapons capable of piercing it?" 

"Worse. Even the venom was enchanted and the Kingdom has very few alchemists 
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capable of creating such a thing." Lith pointed out. 


"You said you took one of them before retreating. Can I see it? If we identify its 
design or the venom, we could get some clues about the assassin's identity." Friya 
said. 

"No. If I take it out from my dimensional item, I risk them learning my position. 
Tracking spells are common for precious weapons, not to mention the possibility of a 
self destruct spell. Assassins aren't supposed to leave clues behind." Lith shook his 
head while munching. 

"True. How many people knew you are in Zantia? I mean, you arrived just a few 
hours ago and now there's a snowstorm. How the heck did the assassin made it here 
in time?" 

"Good point." Lith nodded. "Only Kamila, the city guards. Count Cestor, Viscount 
Krame, and your men knew about me." He stressed the last two possibilities, making 
her turn pale. 

"Why would Krame put a bounty on your head?" 

"For the same reason he doesn't want me here. To get Zantia for himself. If I solve the 
problems with the church and the illness, he would lose the merits from exposing 
the Count's collusion with the church and with them the chance of becoming the 
next city Lord." 

Friya was about to ask why Lith suspected her men too when she realized she 
already knew the answer all too well. Money. The idea of having a traitor in her guild 
made her furious, even more so since it wasn't the first time. 

"Calm down, Friya. I'm just looking at all the possible angles. My main suspect is 
someone else." He said as she bit her lower lip out of frustration. 

"The Count? After all, he turned off his communication amulet after requesting your 
assistance. That way, he forced you to come even if he wanted to cancel the mission 
and had all the time to call for an assassin." She said. 

"My thoughts exactly. The only loophole in this reasoning is that he had no way to 
know the snowstorm would stop me from leaving. Anyway, what do you need my 
help with?" 
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"Duluth, the Viscount youngest son, has the Griever again. It makes no sense since 
we kept him home all the time and checked the preparation of his meals. I said the 
others it's just the flu to buy some time. I need a second opinion." She said. 

"Fine. If you screwed up, you owe me dinner." After eating the jerky, Lith had realized 
how hungry he was. Between the adrenaline rush and his paranoia, he had forgotten 
that Invigoration was helpless to replenish the nutrients lost after healing. 

"And if I didn't?" 

"You owe me dinner anyway. You can't put a price on your pride as a Healer, can you? 
That would make you stoop to my level." Lith's reply made her laugh, yet she didn't 
yield. 

"No way. With an assassin around, you need my help, so this makes us even at best." 

She Warped them outside Duluth's door, making the two guards she had left outside 
point their weapons at their throats out of surprise. Lith caught both short swords 
between his fingers, locking them into place like they were just pesky flies. 

"At ease, guys. No need to make a scene every time." Friya sighed as she took a 
mental note to kick them out other guild. Them being on alert was a good sign, the 
rage in their eyes instead of relief once they recognized her, not so much. 

'Having failed to learn dimensional magic even though they attended one of the six 
great academies seems to bother them to no end. If they get any sourer than this, I'm 
sure "accidents" will happen.' She thought. 

"Sorry, boss." Said a blonde mage with a snarl. She could barely stand Friya casually 
flaunting her dimensional magic instead of walking as any normal person would. 

Lith blocking her swing with just three fingers added insult to the injury. 

Yet Friya didn't Warp just for showing off. The Viscount's Mansion had many floors 
and extended for hundreds of meters. With an ill patient waiting for her, she had no 
time to waste coddling her subordinates' feelings. 

When they walked through the door, Lith whistled in appreciation. Doluth's room 
was actually an apartment bigger than his own house. Every piece of furniture was 
made from the finest materials and had the Krame family crest engraved on it. 
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'I can clearly see the hand of a true artisan at work and the ego of a true self- 
centered asshole messing with him. He's so stingy that he preferred masterpieces to 
look tacky rather than risking them being stolen.' Lith thought. 

'Oh yeah? What's the difference between the two of you?' Solus giggled at Lith 
criticizing someone for being stingy and paranoid. 

'1 don't wear glasses.' His reply made her laugh harder. 

The hallway also served as a living room, with several padded sofas arranged around 
a square table with a cigar box and a tray full of flower petals on it. The wood of the 
sofa was painted gold, while the silk covering them was deep green, to match the 
pattern of the precious carpet covering most of the floor. 

The walls were pristine white, emphasizing the gold of which were made or coated 
all the ornaments in the room, even the frames of the paintings decorating the place. 

After entering inside a bedroom similarly decorated and with more gold than a 
jewelry store, Lith expected the king sized bed to host a profligate teen. Yet Doluth 
was barely ten years old, with black hair like his father and covered in sweat. 

Lith chanted some gibberish and activated Invigoration, performing a full body scan 
of the child. 

"Are you sure this is the Griever? It takes a tier one spell to cure it." Lith said, 

"Yeah. It's the fourth time in less than two weeks, so I'm pretty sure. Fever, bloodshot 
eyes, weakness, and black spots on his chest." Friya lifted the bedsheets and the 
youth's nightgown revealing what looked like oversized blackheads. 

"1 have good news and 1 have bad news. Which do you want to hear first?" He asked 
after creating a Hush zone around the two of them. 
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CHAPTER 563 
ROUND TWO(l) 


"The bad news." Friya said almost holding her breath. 

"This is most likely to be an inside job." Noticing her shock, Lith beckoned to her. 

"Use your diagnostic spell and follow my instructions. Can you see the greyed out 
zones near the blackheads and what's-his-name's organs?" He said as soon as Friya 
did as instructed. 

'Why not use a random name like Zolgrish would? His name is Doluth!' Solus 
rebuked him. 

"Of course, 1 can. Why?" Her answer surprised him quite a bit. 

"Are you telling me you noticed them but you don't know what they are?" 

"Yes, is it a common illness?" She felt greatly embarrassed, by the knowledge gap 
between them. 

"No! It's what remains after someone gets tortured with magic and only partially 
healed. Didn't Jirni teach you anything?" Lith asked. 

"Mom is no healer, how does she fit in?" 

"Since when did it stop her from being good at her job? Your father provided her 
with plenty of tools to make up for her lack of magic. We exchanged a lot of pointers 
while we were in Othre. Bottom line, a wizard did it." Lith pointed at Doluth. 

"That's the bad news. The good news is that you were right. There is no Griever no 
poison going around. Someone is harming people with darkness magic just to heal 
them immediately after. 

"That's why the symptoms vary from person to person. It depends on both the 
mage's skill and how the victim's body responds." A simple wave of Lith's hand 
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restored the youth's health. 


"When you said inside job did you mean my men or the house staff?" Friya asked. 

"Both. The culprit only needs to have access to Delicious here and some sedative to 
not wake him up during the process." 

"It would explain why it's not contagious and how it can return so fast." Friya 
pondered. 

"The culprit only has to repeat the process as soon as the Healer leaves the house to 
make them appear like a quack. To what end, though?" 

"This is what 1 need your help for. 1 need a list of all the victims of the Griever and all 
the information you can get about the Church of the Six. After all, the main reason 
why religions don't take root is because of Healers being good at their job." 

"I'll ask Wyra to learn everything she can about the church and the Viscount for the 
list. If he refuses to help, we'll be on our own, though." 

"We? You're an adventurer. As far as 1 know, you can't serve two masters at once." 

"Neither of you is my master." Friya gracefully showed him Orion's masterpiece she 
wore on her middle finger while making a fist. 

"You are my friend whereas Krame is a pompous idiot. It's not difficult for me to pick 
a side, even though 1 doubt we'll come to that." 

She took out her communication amulet and gave instruction to the core members of 
the Crystal Shield guild to investigate discretely about the church. 

"I'm no expert, but while we wait, 1 can give you an abridged version of their 
teachings. 1 listened to their ramblings so many times that 1 got the gist of it." 

Lith nodded at her to continue. 

"The Church of the Six preaches that in the beginning there were six gods. Each one 
of them controlled a different element and together they created all of Mogar's 
lifeforms. According to the church, the world energy also comes from the six 
Elemental Sovereigns. 
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"They also say that long ago the world was at peace because the Sovereigns 
distributed their gifts equally with every living being. Then, some nondescript 
evildoers plotted to overthrow them and steal their powers. 

"They succeeded yet failed at the same time. The weakened Sovereigns fell into a 
deep slumber instead of dying and magic as we know it was born. According to this 
cult, mages are the descendants of those who stole the gods' powers." 

"This is ridiculous!" Lith blurted out. 

"How could normal humans and beasts take down gods? Also, how do they explain 
the fact that mages can be born from non mages? What good can relinquishing magic 
do?" 

"Beats me." Friya shrugged. 

"Do you have any idea who is the guy with seven eyes on their poster?" 

"The supreme deity, the All-Father. Each one of his eyes became one Sovereign while 
the seventh became Mogar, bestowing mana upon all of his children's creations." 
Friya said. 

"The All-Father, eh?" A cruel grin appeared on Lith's face as a plan to use the church's 
teaching against itself formed into his mind. 

"Are you sure you're not adopted?" Friya interrupted his musing. 

"What? Why do you say that?" 

"It's no wonder Phloria likes you so much. You're getting as tall as Dad and your 
expression right now is identical to Mom's when she's hunting her prey. What's our 
plan?" 

"First things first. Dinner." Lith replied and his gurgling stomach agreed. 

"Are you free tonight?" 

"1 wish. Now that 1 have an idea of what the Griever is. I'll take credit for it with the 
Viscount and after that. I'll need to change the detail's schedule. I'm sure he'll try to 
switch the blame on my men and the worst thing is that 1 have my doubts too. Why?" 
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"I'm planning to return the ambush. If I catch the guy, I can get new intel. Otherwise, 
I'll take out one enemy. It's a win-win." 

"That's the dumbest thing you've ever said! If they are looking for you, they might 
even know you're here. Two against one is too much for anyone. You need my help." 
Friya said. 

"I'll need you for the second act, that's for sure. First, I need to probe their strength 
and wits. Don't worry about me. I'm not the 'master of space', but I can still Blink to 
safety if necessary." 

"Gods, don't use my title from the academy! I can't believe I used to find it flattering, 
it's embarrassing at best." 

'Seriously, what are you thinking?' Solus asked. 

'I doubt someone as skilled as the one who made the dagger didn't insert a tracking 
spell. Mostly because its cloaking effect makes it impossible to distinguish it amid 
normal weapons.' Lith thought. 

'So what? Life Vision is no mana sense, but they can still recognize your energy 
signature. If they see you near the dagger, they will either stay away or attack 
together.' 

'First, it's two against two. They have no idea of your existence and if we prepare the 
field, speed and coordination can make the difference in mana core level irrelevant. 
Second, they will never see me coming. 

'As you said, they can recognize my energy signature, but I have more than one, 
right?' Lith inwardly grinned. 

Viscount Krame was stingy, but it turned out that his avarice only spread those 
outside of his house. Both the kitchen staff and the ingredients at their disposal were 
top class, allowing Lith and Friya to enjoy their meal while reminiscing the old days. 

It was part of Friya's plan to weed out the most likely members of the Crystal Shield 
that would betray the guild at the first opportunity they got. 

It wasn't hard to spot them since they almost popped more than one vein whenever 
they talked about their specializations, their dreams for the future, or even talking 
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about the Ernas couple. 


After dinner, Lith returned to his room and checked with all of his magical senses 
that no one was spying on him. Then, he stored away the Skinwalker Armor and 
assumed his hybrid form before Warping away. 
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CHAPTER 564 
ROUND TWO (2) 


Back when Lith had first acquired his second life force, he had joked about 
slaughtering people and pinning the blame on a black scaled monster. He had never 
expected for a day to come when he would turn the joke into reality. 

Lith flew towards the commercial district. He needed an isolated zone for his 
ambush, to have as few witnesses as possible. He couldn't afford to raise rumors 
about a demonic being appearing in the same city he was. 

His nature as a hybrid was a double edged sword. It gave him an advantage against 
most human enemies, but it had to remain secret at all costs. It was necessary not 
only for it to keep being an effective weapon, but also as a matter of survival. 

Lith doubted that liches like Inxialot or even the human Council of the Awakened 
would leave him alone if they knew about the existence of a new power. He was 
certain of it because it was what he would have done. 

He picked the warehouse district for his plan. That late at night, with the snowstorm 
still ongoing, there was no one else but the night watch around. Lith took the 
enchanted dagger out of his pocket dimension, collected all the venom still coating it, 
and then he hid as far as he could before dropping it in an open space between 
buildings. 

'1 hate fair fights.' Lith thought. 

'Against any other enemy, 1 would leave Solus to stand guard on the dagger and 
ambush them. Too bad 1 only have one cloaking ring. If 1 keep it, then those two 
would discover her existence, and if 1 give it to her, my blue core would be like a 
goddamn sun to their Life Vision. 

'If Tm right about the tracking spell, the only thing 1 can do is to remain close enough 
to the blade to spot the assassin, but far enough from it to be mistaken for a guard. 

As long as 1 wear Orion's ring, 1 look like an inconspicuous yellow cored individual.' 
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'What about me? I can't take my gauntlet form. It would give your identity away and 
defy the purpose of this charade.' Solus asked when she noticed that Lith was casting 
only a few spells. 

There was a limit to the number of spells one could keep at the ready. Each one of 
them would exert mental pressure on the mage, wearing down their focus and 
willpower. They had no idea how long they would have to wait. 

Mindlessly going all out meant getting tired even before conjuring their first attack. 

'Save your strength and cast spells only when we have a grasp on the situation. Try 
not to draw attention to yourself.' Lith replied. The wait turned out to be so long that 
Lith had to dispel even the few spells he had prepared. 

He kept moving around the warehouses, following the pattern of the guards for more 
than an hour before something happened. 

'A red core is flying fast toward the dagger.' Solus warned him. 

'He didn't rush in, but bid his time and watched from afar instead.' Lith thought. 

'Clearly he has been trained well, but flying while wearing a cloaking spell is a 
blunder. There's no way a red core could fly. Either he got impatient or training aside 
he is a moron.' 

'Or maybe it's a trap to lure you into the open.' Solus pointed out. 

'If you're right, it's naive and poorly executed. If he walked, I could have mistaken 
him for a guard until it was too late, whereas by flying he made an easy target of 
himself.' 

'Unless he is the bait and his companion is the hunter.' Solus couldn't believe the 
levels of paranoia she had reached. It seemed that bad habits did indeed rub off. 

Like Lith had predicted, the enchanted dagger had a tracking device. It alerted 
Kieran the moment it left the pocket dimension. The assassin had reached the 
warehouse district as fast as he could, smelling the trap from miles away. 

His problem was that even though he knew there was a trap, he couldn't find it. 

There wasn't anything magical near his dagger, no array surrounding the area, and 
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only weak ass cored humans patrolled the area. 


Whenever he spotted a yellow cored human, Kieran checked his energy signature to 
be sure it wasn't the Ranger, but even after more than an hour, the area was still 
quiet. 

'Damn! He can't have dropped my blade here without a reason. 1 waited for so long 
that now 1 have no time left. If 1 don't imprint the Reaver every two hours or store it 
in a dimensional item it explodes! 

'That stupid master of mine is so afraid of others stealing her secrets that her safety 
measures border insanity.' He thought. 

To make matters worse, only Deraniel had accompanied him to retrieve the lost 
dagger. The other members of the group blamed him for his solo stunt and aside 
from laughing at his expense, they did nothing to help. 

Even Deraniel would have given him the finger rather than a hand if not for their 
masters being good friends. He was following Kieran from a distance thanks to his 
surveillance mirror, ready to Warp to his side if the necessity arose. 

It was an enchanted item that allowed him to see everything in the vicinity of its 
transmitter, a small pin that Kieran wore under his cloaking garb. As the assassin 
was about to reach his blade, the Reaver, Lith took out a wand from his pocket 
dimension. 

Then, he broke it in half before tossing it inside a Warp Steps leading directly beside 
the enchanted weapon together with a Hush spell. Although it produced no sound, 
the following explosion sent the Reaver flying against his owner. 

The sudden flash blinded both Deraniel and Keiran, so neither of them could see a 
second Warp Steps opening above the assassin's head, nor Lith emerging from it. The 
rapier in his hand lunged at Kieran's right arm, yet he reacted by infusing himself 
with air magic and managed to avoid the strike despite being blind. 

The black scales covering Lith's mouth opened as he breathed a stream of Origin 
Flames against the enemy. The blue fire ate at the black garb, revealing several 
overlapping auras. 

The cloaking aura was the first to fall, allowing Solus to distinguish its pseudo core. 
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'Okay. This guy has a bright cyan core, a physical prowess slightly inferior to yours, 
and the dagger stuck in his chest.' She inwardly smirked, glad to have left enough 
venom on the Reaver in case something like that happened. 

'His armor has a defensive barrier, a clocking aura, and something that reminds me 
of Full Guard. They were arranged so that the cloaking function covered them all.' 

'Lucky bastard!' They thought in unison. 

Full Guard was one of the most useful spells a Mage Knight had. It created a spherical 
blue aura with a radius of 1.65 meters [5.41 feet} around the caster. 

Thanks to Full Guard, a Mage Knight had no blind spots. Whatever entered the 
sphere would be detected, allowing them to counter attack and dodge with surgical 
precision without even looking. 

'That's how he reacted so promptly to my Blink, earlier. Full Guard's biggest 
downside is that it turns you into a neon sign, but the cloaking aura solved the issue. 

1 need to get my hands on that thing!' 
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CHAPTER 565 
ROUND TWO (3) 


Even though their thirst for knowledge burned bright, Lith and Solus knew better 
than to meaninglessly rush forward. Lith expanded the silence zone to keep the city 
guards from interrupting him and unleashed a volley of lightning bolts. 

Even Full Guard was useless if its user wasn't fast enough to react to the information 
it provided. Kieran cursed as his body went into a seizure. The blade stuck in his 
body was a perfect conductor, allowing the lighting to bypass the armor's defensive 
barrier. 

Darkness fusion prevented him from feeling pain, but the electrical current still 
triggered his active motor neurons. Having the opponent lost his mobility, Lith 
pushed the Reaver through Kieran's body until its hilt struck his chest. 

With a pierced lung and the venom flooding the assassin's blood system, Lith was 
almost sure to have absolute control over his enemy. 

'Too bad that almost is never enough.' He thought. 

'At least now he can't use Invigoration. 1 could question him, but if the scimitar guy is 
around, he will have all the time he needs to cast his best spells, if not even an array. 
Time to find out if we are alone or not.' 

"Time to die, human. You shouldn't have messed with my turf." Lith's voice in his 
hybrid form was a low grumble, as if the words were half spoken and half roared, 
making it unrecognizable. 

The rapier went straight for Kieran's heart, forcing Deraniel's hand. The man from 
the Blood Desert had no choice but to open the Warp Steps he had at the ready while 
unsheathing his sword. 

It cost him the array he had been preparing from the moment the ambush started. 
Another of the strong points of the surveillance mirror was the possibility to project 
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arrays from a greater distance than it was normally possible, making it a perfect tool 
for Awakened working as a team. 

'That idiot! Not only did he get his ass handed to him before 1 could finish my spell, 
but he also managed to anger an Emperor Beast. Fucking animals, they are almost as 
annoying as Keiran.' Deraniel thought. 

'Behind you!' Solus warned Lith as her mana sense detected the opening of the 
dimensional corridor. It was too far for Lith to stab the opponent before he could 
react, so Lith feigned ignorance until the last moment. 

Only then did he dodge the attack by rolling to the side while using spirit magic to 
toss the helpless assassin against his companion. 

"Fuck!" Deraniel said, unable to express how frustrated he was. He had only two 
choices: Blink away and be at the enemy's mercy or kill Kieran with his own hands. 

Dimensional magic was the only way he had to alter the path of his blade, but Lith 
took the choice out of his hands by hurling a stream of Origin Flames against the two 
Awakened who were about to collide. 

Deraniel cursed again. Blinking both him and his companion in opposite directions. 
He didn't do it to protect Kieran, so much as to create two exit points at once. He 
gambled on his luck, hoping the Emperor Beast would follow the wrong Blink. 

Lith activated the spirit magic variation he had learned while in Zolgrish's lab. 

"Demons of Darkness!" He shouted despite being deeply ashamed of his current 
persona. Talking like an evil overlord made him cringe to the bone. 

He injected his pure mana inside his shadow and then he expanded it like a black 
sun. Blink had an area of effect much smaller than spirit magic so both Awakened 
were still within his grasp. 

Kieran was too busy spitting blood out and trying not to drown in his own fluids to 
notice his shadow coming to life, whereas Deraniel activated fusion magic as soon as 
he realized an invisible force was constricting his movements. 

'What the?' Not only did the grip he felt all over his body get stronger instead of 
fading, but his life force was being sucked as well. It took him just a moment to 
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notice that his own shadow now had yellow eyes and was wrapped around his limbs. 

He freed himself with a small flash of light that dispersed the darkness and then he 
Blinked away. 

'Damn, the shadow version of spirit magic has a weak spot even easier to exploit 
than the regular one does. Ratpack didn't notice it because he's an idiot.' Lith 
thought. 

Instead of wasting his time giving chase to Deraniel, Lith went after Kieran. 
Preventing one enemy from running away and the other one from healing himself 
was impossible, so he decided to cut his losses along with the assassin's head. 

"We need help!" Deraniel yelled at his communicator amulet panicking. 

"Two against one? How pathetic are you two?" Replied a feminine voice full of 
disdain. 

"You can't kill me. I'm..." Kieran attempted to say, but Lith's enchanted rapier fully 
infused with air, fire, and darkness magic made a short work of the black garb's 
barrier. 

"Dead." Lith completed the phrase for him. 

'Oh, shit! Forget about the loot, this thing is going to explode.' Solus said when she 
noticed that all of the pseudo cores of the assassin's equipment were becoming 
volatile. 

'No need.' Lith chuckled as he Blinked both himself and the corpse to opposite sides 
of Deraniel. 

Deraniel now had to take his chances with two kinds of demise. Either he faced the 
explosion and took the demonic beast's sword in his back or he took the explosion in 
his back and got skewered from the front. 

Panicking and using the communicator amulet didn't leave him enough focus to cast 
a Blink fast enough to save himself. 

Luckily for him, the person on the other side of the call wasn't really refusing to help. 
She just needed enough time to lock into his coordinates. She appeared in the nick of 
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time, using the multi layered barrier she had prepared to save Kieran to contain the 
explosion instead. 

Her companion blocked the incoming rapier with a great sword that he was able to 
wield with only one hand. He was a handsome man who seemed to be in his early 
twenties. He was even taller than Lith in his hybrid form and had the build of a 
mountain. 

He wore a set of light armor that covered his vitals and his joints with small metal 
plates over a set of high end hunter clothes. Lith recognized it as a style originating 
from the Gorgon Empire. The youth had blonde hair and sky blue eyes. 

"To kill Kieran so fast you must be a worthy opponent." He said. 

"Too bad you can't harm me with that needle..." 

"Scram!" Lith roared while infusing himself with all the elements as the youth did the 
same. 

'Deep blue mana core, strong as a bull, good equipment. Especially the sword' Solus 
said. 

"What the..." Pelion couldn't believe his own eyes when the shorter and much 
slimmer creature pushed him aside. Lith's hybrid form had the same abilities as the 
human one. 

Yet despite the difference in build, thanks to his constant training and body refining, 
his muscles were even more powerful than the giant's. 

The moment Pelion tried to fight strength with strength Lith sidestepped, using the 
enemy's own charge to throw him off balance. 

The youth was an excellent swordsman, but the nimble rapier exploited his 
weakness and slithered like a snake through his guard, opening deep wounds on his 
four limbs and crippling his strength. 
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CHAPTER 566 
ROUND TWO (4) 


Pelion managed to block Lith's last lunge with the hook shaped hilt of his weapon, 
shattering the rapier with a quick flick of his wrist. 

"I'd run if 1 were you." He said with a grin. The creature was now unarmed and Ailia 
was done with the explosion. Together, they were unbeatable. 

"Because I've lost a toy?" The demonic beast sneered. The rapier was just one of 
Lith's failed prototypes in the attempt to replicate the Gatekeeper's properties. 

Having sparred a lot with Phloria and Friya in the past, it was one of the weapons 
Lith knew best. Also, due to its light weight, it required a minimum amount of 
ingredients. 

He would have preferred to avoid using the Gatekeeper while he was in his hybrid 
form. It was Lith Verhen's signature weapon, but he couldn't afford to hold back now 
that they were three against one. Besides, he had come prepared. 

"Come forth, my soul. Feel my wrath!" 

A set of giant membranous wings popped from his back as the space in front of his 
hand was torn apart by emerald flames. An eerie light painted the night green, 
sending shivers down the spine of both the men of the night watch and the 
Awakened ones. 

A small sphere of stone emerged from the fissure and it grew into a huge black 
sword. 

"I'm not going to fight a Wyrmling who possesses an omni pocket just to avenge an 
idiot like Kieran. I'm out of here." Ailia grabbed Pelion and Deraniel by the collar of 
their shirts and Warped away. 

The several spells Lith had just conjured hit only air, so he dispelled them before the 
ruckus could draw too much attention. After checking with his mystical senses that 
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he really was alone, he followed suit and opened a series of Warp Steps leading to 
random destinations before returning to his room in Krame's mansion. 

Both Lith and Solus were racking their brains trying to decipher the Awakened 
woman's words. 

'What's a Wyrmling? What's an omni pocket? And how did you do that thing with the 
emerald flames again?' Lith thought. 

'Me? What about your wings? Since when can you do that?' Solus had no idea what 
he was talking about. 

'1 was just flexing my shoulders for the evil overlord pose while you coated the 
Gatekeeper to make it unrecognizable. Maybe my second life force is growing over 
time. Why is it that every single time we go out to get answers, we only find more 
questions?' 

Lith had no way to know that the reason Ailia had decided to retreat was their 
pocket dimension, which was referred to by other creatures as an omni pocket. 

Unlike common dimensional items, once a mage had imprinted an omni pocket, they 
could access it without actually carrying it with them. It made them unpredictable 
and usually only ancient, powerful beings like Tezka had one. 

Ailia had recognized it because, due to Orion's ring shielding Solus's existence, Lith 
was apparently carrying no magical items while in his hybrid form. She had no idea 
that Solus's long slumber had destroyed all the treasures it contained. 

Ailia didn't feel like fighting an unknown enemy in possession of such a treasure 
while Deraniel was still shocked out of his mind. 

Lith experimented a few times by taking several objects of different sizes out of his 
pocket dimension, yet nothing happened. Lith sighed as something pulled at his 
shoulder, almost making him stumble. 

One of his wings had struck the wardrobe without him noticing. It took him several 
tries to fold them above his shoulders and even more to make them disappear inside 
his shoulder blades before going back to his human form. 

'Damn. I'm sure 1 can take down a couple of Awakened of that level with Friya's help. 
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but three?' Lith set aside all the questions he had to ponder about his predicament. 


'Three is another matter entirely. To make matters worse, there could be actually five 
of them.' Solus pointed out, making Lith groan. 

'You're right. The fucking Church of the Six! Six entitled idiots playing god with 
humans.' 

'More likely they are just helping behind the scene. Taking care of a religion requires 
time and effort, whereas Zantia's problems only started after the winter lockdown.' 

'1 think you may be right.' Lith thought. 

'1 still have no idea what their endgame is, but here is what 1 think might be 
happening. For some reason, they have a beef with me. They know I'm a Ranger, so 
they use the church to call me here. 

'Maybe the snowstorm is just a coincidence, or maybe they predicted its arrival 
before having me summoned here. With no Warp Gate, no one can help me. In 
theory, Tm on my own. 

The silver lining is that if they took so many precautions, it means that they can't 
afford to be detected. That's one toy 1 can mess with.' 

Lith took his army amulet and called his handler, telling her all about the ambush 
and the two mysterious individuals who he reported as capable of using an odd kind 
of magic like Nalear the Kinslayer did. 

When her army amulet had woken her up in the middle of the night, Kamila didn't 
care about how she was dressed. Lith's rune could only mean an emergency. She 
wrapped a bedsheet around her nightgown as fast as she could and answered the 
call. 

"Gods! I've checked the weather mages forecast. The storm will last for at least a 
week. I'll make sure they send you a Spellbreaker as soon as possible. In the 
meantime-" Kamila clenched her teeth. 

For the first time since she had joined the army, she hated her job for what she was 
forced to say. 
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"Continue the mission. The High Command agrees with us. Your duty is to uncover if 
there is any correlation between the Church and this fake illness. You are hereby 
authorized to act as the ruler of Zantia until the crisis is resolved. 

"As for those assassins, can you provide me a description?" 

"1 can do much better." Lith had to repress both a sneer and a snort while he 
projected the holograms of the two Awakened. 

The assassin was dead, but the man from the Blood Desert was about to enter a 
world of trouble. Hence the sneer. 

The snort was due to his inability to show the holograms of the other two Awakened 
he had met earlier. They had faced a hybrid, not Ranger Verhen. By exposing them he 
would expose himself too. 

This way, if the assassin had a vengeful master, they would have a hard time tracking 
the culprit. 

"Excellent. Tm forwarding our conversation right now. Over and out." 

She called him back on his civilian amulet, begging him to ignore the orders and stay 
safe. It took him a while to calm her down, yet after the call ended, Kamila didn't 
manage to fall asleep until dawn came. 




In the following hours, Lith's report moved through the official and unofficial chain 
of command. There was more than one middle ranked official handsomely paid to 
report keywords like "Nalear" and "incredible magic". 

Once put together, it took barely an hour to reach all the right and wrong ears. The 
Royals didn't like having Awakened messing with their territory, and neither did 
Tyris. 

Deraniel was an outsider, so he didn't fall under the free will umbrella she granted to 
the citizens of the Griffon Kingdom. 

"Are you insane?" Deraniel's master, Tasaar Quinus, was mad with rage. 
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CHAPTER 567 

MASTER AND APPRENTICE (1) 


Tasaar Quinus was an Awakened almost 600 years old, yet he didn't appear to be one 
day past his fifties. He was 1.8 meters [5'll"} tall, with deep bronze skin, greyed 
black hair and a beard that emphasized his pearl white teeth. 

He was considered one of the best Wardens and swordmasters of the blood desert. 

He was still inwardly debating on whether he should be angry for his heir's defiance 
or for the fact that his heir failed to kill a seemingly rogue Awakened. The purple 
aura exuding from his body made his white robe flap like he was amid a windstorm. 

"Do you have any idea how long it took me to obtain my territory? To have Overlord 
Salaark bestow upon me full authority over my tribe? Now 1 risk everything, and for 
what?" 

The only reason why Tasaar wasn't already in Zantia to murder his successor with 
his own hands instead of talking to him with his communication amulet, was the 
distance between them. 

"Have you forgotten what happened to Treius? Are you eager to join him in death? 
Well, Tm not! Come back here immediately." 

"But, father, there is a storm outside..." 

"Don't call me father! I've had dozens of children, but you are the only one who 
managed to go from most talented to most idiotic in less than a day. 1 prefer you dead 
in a snowstorm than alive doing more damage. 

"Bring Kieran with you. 1 hope he has a good explanation. You know that I'm not 
serious when 1 say that 1 will kill the two of you, whereas Lesalia might not be so 
kind." Tasaar said. 

"Master, 1-1 can't obey." Deraniel stuttered. 
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"Kid, if you make me come there, Lesalia will be the least of your problems." Tasaar's 
eyes flared with mana. He could understand his young and hot-headed successor 
making a blunder, but defying his orders was unacceptable. 

"1 mean I'll depart immediately, but Kieran is dead. 1 can't even bring his corpse back 
because it exploded." Deraniel went pale. His father was a meek man, but once 
angered he could upturn his entire domain to find a single missing coin. 

"What? How?" Deraniel took his father curiosity as the opportunity to get off the 
hook and told him all about the demonic beast they had faced. 

"You moron! Are you telling me you didn't ask the permission of neither the 
Awakened human nor the beast who rules over the Kellar region? 1 swear, if 1 have to 
offer them any compensation, it will come out of your pocket! Get home, now!" 

Tesaar hung up the call without waiting for a reply. He had a lot of calls to make. 
Tyris, Raagu of the human Council, the rulers of the Kellar region, but more 
importantly his life long friend. 

Kieran was Lesalia's successor just like Deraniel was his own. They had hoped they 
would grow into good friends like their masters were, but life had decided 
otherwise. 

'1 don't want her to learn about her heir's death from a stranger. Kieran might have 
died an idiot, but she deserved better.' Tasaar sighed. He opened a Warp Gate leading 
directly inside her Forge. 

Not only was Lesalia one of the best assassins in the Blood Desert, she was also one 
of its best Forgemasters. She trusted no one, so all the equipment she used, no 
matter if it was clothes or caltrops, she made herself. 

"Dammit!" He heard her yell. 

"1 can't further purify adamant without Origin Flames and those damn beasts 
demand a lot of money for it. Do you have some left?" She asked. 

"No. The only dragon 1 know asks so much for a single flask that it's more convenient 
to call him when necessary rather than stockpiling it. Look, we need to talk." 

Lesalia took off the white mask covering her face revealing a skin with the color and 
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the wrinkles of hardened leather. Being almost 600 years old, she looked like a 
woman in her mid sixties, with several grey streaks amid her raven black hair. 

She was wearing a scaly leather apron over a black tank top and leather work pants. 
Her gloves covered her arms up all the way up to her elbows and just like her apron, 
they were made from the golden skin of a W 5 rvern. 

They protected her from the intense heat of the furnace which was strong enough to 
harm even an Awakened's enhanced body. 

Her figure was slender, but she was strong enough to crush stone with her bare 
hands. Her average height and build allowed her to go unnoticed. She had sharp eyes 
and a long nose, giving her the look of a demanding artisan, but Tasaar knew better. 

Her Forge resembled a real blacksmith rather than a magical lab. Several furnaces 
and silvery tables occupied most of the stone cave she had built inside an active 
volcano, sometimes even using its heat for her most difficult pieces. 

She was currently working at a forge fueled by a mix of lava and magic which made 
even her enchanted tools white hot. Yet the silvery liquid inside the obsidian mold 
refused to boil. 

A snap of Lesalia's fingers made the purple flames and the small tornado 
empowering them disappear. The liquid turned solid in an instant as she cursed her 
bad luck. 

"Is this about Kieran?" She asked, making Tasaar choke on his condolences. 

"You already know?" 

"Of course, 1 do. 1 had a tracking device and a communication system embedded in 
his suit. 1 can show you how hard we failed to teach those youngsters." 

Another snap other fingers and the green crystal lighting the cave made the room go 
dark as its light focused on the nearest wall to project a hologram of both ambushes. 
The one the two Awakened had performed and the one they had suffered. 

"See? In the alley, Kieran had all the advantages, yet he lost. He wasted time talking, 
he didn't capitalize on the venom, and stuck too close to the opponent." As one of the 
greatest assassins alive, every tiny mistake Kieran made was a capital sin to her. 
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Tasaar couldn't see anything wrong in the assassin's moves. If he had been in Lith's 
shoes, he would've survived only thanks to his artifacts 

"This Lith is an interesting fellow. He turned the tables as soon as Kieran revealed 
himself to be an Awakened. His technique is a bit rough around the edges, but he 
adapts fast and there's no wasted movement. He clearly practiced a lot." She sighed. 

"At the warehouse, it was an outright massacre. Once Kieran triggered the trap, his 
fate was sealed. That's what I tried teaching to all of my disciples, yet even the best of 
them was beaten by a mere Wyrmling at our own game." 

"What are you going to do about it?" Tasaar asked. 

"Nothing. Kieran failed twice, proving to be unworthy of inheriting my legacy. I told 
him many times that we are assassins, not warriors. Patience is of the utmost 
importance. Yet he mistook discipline for chains and my warnings for insults. 

"I'm not going to cross two Countries and as many Guardians for a broken blade. 
Because that's what he was. I forged many before him, hoping they would receive my 
heritage. Some of them were too soft and were bent by my teachings. Others were 
too hard and couldn't endure them. 

"When a smith fails, they don't blame the flames or the metal, they blame 
themselves. When a blade breaks, they don't collect its pieces, they learn from their 
mistakes and move on to a new project." 
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CHAPTER 568 

MASTER AND APPRENTICE (2) 


City of Zantia, now. 

"You heard my master. I can't stay here a second longer." Deraniel had packed 
everything so fast that by the time he was ready to depart, Pelion had yet to 
complete his Warping array. 

With the strength of the four remaining Awakened, it was powerful enough to at 
least Warp him past the storm they had previously fueled and were now unable to 
control. 

"1 would leave in a hurry, if 1 were you. If the Wyrmling contacts his master, both 
Pelion and Ailia are in danger. He has seen your faces. The Ranger must have 
powerful connections with magical beasts to summon the aide of the Lord of the 
region." 

All of those present shuddered at the memory. If both master and disciple were 
capable of using Origin Flames, there was no telling what Forgemastering marvels 
they had access to. 

"1 don't care about the Church of Madmen, nor about Zantia. As long as we are alive, 
there's always next year." He walked through the Gate, leaving them to wonder if 
their plan to use the Ranger as their main ingredient had actually been a mistake. 




A cave near the southern border of the Kellar region. 

After receiving the apologies from the two Awakened humans of the Blood Desert, 
Xedros the Wyvern, the Emperor Beast ruling over the region immediately called his 
dear friend, Faluel the Hydra. 

"1 just heard the strangest thing. It seems a Wyrmling is protecting my territory, yet 
all of my children have long since left and it's been decades since I've mated with a 
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human. Is he one of yours?" He asked. 


She was the only other draconic Emperor Beast he knew of in the Griffon Kingdom 
who could have spawned such a powerful creature. 

A Wyrmling was the offspring of a dragon or a lesser dragon with a member of 
another race. A hybrid who was forced to choose the race they would belong to 
before reaching twenty years of age. 

One of the Hydra's seven scaly snake heads squinted her eyes, trying to remember 
when the last time she had copulated with a human was while her other heads kept 
sleeping like logs. 

Among the various species of Emperor Beasts, Hydras were considered part of the 
lesser dragons. 

They had a stocky lower body with four short legs and a heavy tail. Both were 
necessary to balance their long, serpentine necks ending with a snake-like head the 
size of a muscle car. 

A Hydra's number of heads varied with their power and age. A newborn had two, 
whereas the most powerful of them could grow up to seven heads. Each head was 
capable of independent thought and could cast its own spells. 

Ancient Hydras were almost unbeatable thanks to the explosive attack strength they 
could achieve by alternating physical and magical attacks from seven different 
sources. Their weakness and strength overlapped, though. 

Seven heads also meant seven times the energy consumption. No matter how many 
heads they had, they all belonged to a single Hydra, after all. If not careful, they 
would exhaust their mana and stamina in just a few seconds. 

Unlike Wyverns, they weren't able to use Origin Flames nor fly without a spell, so 
they were considered to be among the weakest of the lesser dragons. 

Faluel was still half asleep, so it took her a while to understand what the Wyvern was 
saying. She hated cold in general and winter in particular. She lived in the Distar 
Marquisate, yet even its climate was too rigid for her tastes. 

She liked to spend the cold season asleep unless it was strictly necessary otherwise. 
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Her nest was located under the Black Scar, one of the rare mountains in the south of 
the Griffon Kingdom which took its name from the obsidian rocks covering most of 
its surface. 

Once it had been a volcano, whereas now the steaming hot springs heating Faluel's 
lair were the only legacy left of the mountain's fiery core. The rest of the 
underground cave was decorated with enough riches to put the Ernas Household to 
shame. 

Piles of gold and precious gemstones were mixed with small mounds of magic 
crystals. The more precious a pile, the nearer to Faluel it was. All the artifacts she 
had collected and Forgemastered over the centuries were carefully stored inside a 
crystal case only she could open. 

"One of mine? In the north?" She said. 

"It's possible. Most of my hatchlings hate me because 1 haven't Awakened them. Can 
you describe him to me?" 

Xedros, the first Wyvern and father of the late Gadorf, was a master of light magic, so 
instead of speaking, he showed her a hard light construct of the recording Lesalia 
had sent to him. His scoundrel son had inherited his talent, but none of his wisdom. 

"By the Great Mother!" All the seven heads hissed in unison. 

"1 knew he was one of yours! Don't worry for him, 1 told them he's my apprentice. 1 
don't give a shit about humans, but if they so much as touch one of us. I'll Warp a 
whole mountain above their heads!" He roared. 

"Well thanks for your concern but actually no. He used Origin Flames and he has 
wings, so he's not a Hydra." 

"What a shame. 1 was hoping you had found the right partner to further evolve your 
species. Why that reaction?" All Emperor Beasts strived to overcome the bounds 
separating them from the purest races, like Griffons and Phoenixes. 

Unfortunately, none had ever succeeded. 

'Because even though he is still in the embryo stage he already has seven eyes.' She 
thought. There was a reason Hydras had seven heads and more than one reason to 
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not share their secret. 


"Because I know him." She actually said. 

"He's a friend of my latest disciple and he asked me to watch out for him. 1 might 
need to send him over to you." Emperor Beasts had no Warp Gates, but by conjuring 
a Warp Array each, two of them could obtain the same effect. 

Xedros nodded and ended the call. He spent several minutes watching the construct 
between his claws, trying to figure out what Faluel was hiding from him. 

'If that old fox sends her disciple here, it might be a show worth watching.' He 
thought. 




City of Zantia, the next morning. 

Lith had spent the night sleeping to reset the effects of Invigoration. If he was right 
and there were still five Awakened on his tail, he couldn't afford to be the first one to 
run out of gas. 

According to Solus, with her deep blue mana core the woman was the strongest 
magically among those he had already met, while the two meters [6'7"} guy was 
physically almost on par with him thanks to the gap in height and build. 

'Unless they are geniuses on par with Manohar or much older than they look. I'm 
confident 1 can take them out one on one. With Friya or Solus 1 can take two of them 
out at once, but three or more would be potentially lethal. 

'However, 1 would need to introduce Friya and Solus, that could become very 
awkward.' He thought. 

'1 don't get it. You have no qualms asking her to risk her life for you yet you are afraid 
of introducing me to a friend? It wouldn't be the first secret she has kept for you. 1 
think Friya is a woman wise enough that she can accept my existence.' Solus said. 
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CHAPTER 569 
BALANCE OF POWER (1) 


'No, she can't. With her trust issues, she would stop believing in me. Put yourself in 
her shoes. Friya wouldn't know who she has really been interacting with so far and 
she would be afraid that you are somehow manipulating me. She too is paranoid. 
Telling her is a liability.' Lith said. 

Solus sighed and said nothing more. Friya's level of craziness was dangerously 
similar to Lith's. She had chosen to establish a guild, yet she treated her companions 
as a means to an end and changed them more often than her socks. 

Unless the opportunity presented itself, she would react badly to a revelation as big 
as Solus's existence was. 

While waiting for Friya, Lith and Solus tried to sketch together everything she could 
remember about the pseudo core of the assassin's garb. 

'Orion said that a gold alloy can't hold more than one incantation at a time, yet that 
garb had three of them. Maybe it used adamant instead of silver.' He thought. 

^^My thoughts exactly.' Solus forgot about her sense of isolation the moment they 
started to consider how they could replicate the lost artifact. Ever since Ratpack's 
words had triggered her memory, her passion for magical research had become even 
stronger. 

The more she learned, the more she could feel her lost memories scraping at the 
corner of her mind, like words she had never forgotten yet she was never able to 
express. 

'A new armor would be the perfect recipient for all of our resources. Even if 
magically boosted, cloth remains cloth. Adamant is one of Mogar's legendary metals. 
If we can combine the Skinwalker's properties with those of the garb, the durability 
lost due to mixing it with gold would be plenty balanced by its stealth properties. 

'No one would recognize you as an Awakened anymore and by switching clothes at 
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will you would always remain just a face in the crowd.' 


'Agreed. The problem is that while 1 know the Skinwalker's pseudo core like the back 
of my hand, I've no idea how to infuse an object with Full Guard. 1 need to ask Orion 
if he's capable of doing it and if his answer is yes, 1 have to convince him to share the 
procedure with me. 

'Something we can do as soon as the crisis is resolved, instead, is to take a second 
look at the fire 1 can produce while in my hybrid form. When it burned the layers of 
the assassin's garb, 1 realized that it can do much more than just destroy.' Lith 
thought. 

'1 am eager to see what happens to an enchanted item if the flames aren't put out. 
What if they can drain a pseudo core completely? They could open doors, disrupt 
arrays, maybe even delete the imprint left by the item's owner.' Lith thought. 

'It's not so simple. 1 remember the Abomination who possessed the wargs calling 
them "Origin Flames". 1 don't remember what they are, but something tells me they 
are very important. We must find out their real nature.' 

Solus couldn't put her finger on it, but she felt that they shared a connection with the 
title 'Ruler of the Flames' her master Menadion mentioned in her memories. 

Lith and Solus spent the time before breakfast drawing and visualizing the pseudo 
core of the assassin's garb. Solus hadn't seen it from many angles, and to make 
matters worse, the distance had made the mana pathways appear like a blur to her. 

They only had one Forge of adamant, so their blueprint had to be perfect or 
everything would go to waste. 

"Well, how did your hunt go?" Friya was happy seeing him in one piece, yet she knew 
it didn't mean much. Phloria wasn't the only one who back at the academy had 
noticed his ability to heal from deadly wounds like they were just scratches. 

"One down, three more to go." Lith sighed while following her to the Dining Hall. 

"Three? Oh gods. We might need some of my men. Three versus two would already 
be bad against regular mages and it took four of you to take down Nalear. 1 don't like 
our odds." 
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"Don't worry. They are weaker than Nalear was and I'm much stronger compared to 
four years ago. Yet I agree with you, we need a contingency plan." Lith said. 

They stopped talking the moment they saw a member of the house staff. Neither of 
them trusted their discretion, so they moved to a less sensitive topic. 

"The Viscount was ecstatic over my discovery about the Griever." Friya said with a 
smug grin. 

"He has doubled my guild's pay and fired half of his staff." Her smile disappeared 
thinking about all those poor people jobless in the dead of winter. 

"Why did he do that?" 

"Because he removed all those who had the magical talent to cause those kinds of 
wounds and all those who have any affiliation with the church. Now my men have to 
sleep, eat, and drink with the members of Krame's family." Friya's explanation made 
sense. 

'I have the authority of the King now. I could conscript the members of the Crystal 
Shield guild to compensate for the lack of manpower, but how much can I trust a 
mage who follows me only because he's forced to? 

'At the same time, all of the city guards can't put a dent in an Awakened's body. Only a 
mage can defeat an Awakened mage.' Lith thought. 

The dining room walls were painted a pale blue and the floor was entirely covered 
by a single red and blue carpet with floral figures depicted on it. The chairs' lining 
had the same pattern as the carpet while the Viscount's coat of arms was engraved 
on their armrest. 

The walls were decorated with several paintings depicting Krame's ancestors, and 
the room's furniture was adorned with blue porcelain vases. 

The mercenaries sitting at the long rectangular table were all laughing and smiling 
due to the news of their pay being doubled, whereas the house staff looked gloomy 
as if they were attending a funeral. 

Not only had their workload just doubled, they were also afraid of losing their job. 
The Viscount offered food and accommodation to them and their families. Getting 
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fired meant becoming jobless and homeless in one fell swoop. 


The members of the noble family weren't much happier having lost any shred of 
privacy. Yet they turned their frown upside down the moment they saw Lith. 

They considered Friya the strongest noble in the city, but now that the existence of 
an enemy capable of violating the safety of their house had been uncovered, none of 
them was foolish enough to refuse the help of the most powerful being for miles. 

Noble or not, Lith now appeared like a savior to their eyes, and they could only hope 
that they had not yet compromised their relationship with the youngest Spellbreaker 
of their generation. 

"1 am very sorry for how 1 treated you yesterday. Regent Verhen." The Viscount said, 
making all those who sat around the table choke on their food. Krame rarely 
apologized, even to the city Lord and when he did apologize, his tone made it clear it 
was just a formality 

This time it sounded like he really meant it. 
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CHAPTER 570 
BALANCE OF POWER (2) 


The Viscount despised commoners, but he was a man smart enough to know when 
to swallow his pride and play nice. Just a few hours ago, he was angry at Lady Ernas 
for bringing an unwanted guest inside his house. 

Krame didn't complain to her about it only because he was hoping to establish ties 
with the Ernas Household. The sudden turn of events had made Friya a goddess of 
victory to his eyes. 

Having the city Regent under his roof would ensure that all of his plans would come 
to fruition once the crisis was resolved. The Viscount was so angry at himself for his 
lack of foresight that if he could have traveled back in time, he would kick his own 
ass. 

'Bad news travels fast.' Lith thought. The High Command had bestowed upon him full 
control over Zantia in the middle of the night, yet the Viscount already knew about 
the shift in the balance of power. 

"Between that incompetent fool of Cestor, those lunatics hurting my business, and 
my family under siege, 1 must have lost my mind due to the stress. As a fellow noble 
and family man, 1 hope you can forgive my rudeness. 

"If there's anything 1 can do to help, you just have to ask." Krame stood up, giving Lith 
a polite bow even though he was the Lord of the house. His hypocrisy made Lith 
want to puke, but he had more important matters to attend to. 

"The past is the past. I'm sure Mage Friya has mentioned to you our need for a very 
sensitive bit of information." Lith said. 

Before he could even finish the phrase, the Viscount took a folder out of his pocket 
dimension and handed it to Lith. 

"1 hope this is enough. 1 took care of procuring it through safe channels. The nature 
of your inquiry is known only to the three of us." 
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Lith quickly checked the folder's content. Not only was there a complete list of all the 
people affected by the Griever, but also another one containing all the names of the 
known members of the Church of the Six along with their addresses. 

"It's perfect, Viscount. You can rest assured that the Crown will hear from me about 
your cooperation." Lith's words were actually far from being benign. 

He meant that he would not forget to mention how the noble had put his own 
interest before Zantia's and how Krame had treated him when he believed that he 
had the upper hand. 

Yet his warm smile and calm tone fooled the Viscount, who could already picture 
himself obtaining the city Lord's seat thanks to Lith's recommendation. 

After they finished eating, Lith and Friya went to her room to plan their next move. 
The Viscount had gracefully relieved her of all her duties and had assigned her as 
Lith's aide until the crisis was resolved. 

"This sucks! 1 didn't get to give you a single order and now our positions are already 
reversed." Friya said while opening the door. 

Her room was actually a small apartment. It had a living room, a bedroom, and its 
own bathroom. Each one of them was bigger than Lith's room and was equipped 
with all the comforts. 

"It seems that 1 got the room reserved for the unwanted guests." Lith sat at the high 
table in the living room and unfolded a big map of the city of Zantia from the folder 
the Viscount had given to him. 

Then, he also took out the list of people affected by the Griever and marked their 
addresses with red dots. Friya helped him, cross-referencing their names with the 
known affiliates of the Church of the Six. 

"This doesn't make much sense." She pointed out once they were done. 

"The number of people suffering from the Griever is way less than 1 expected. There 
are barely more than 200 names on the list. Even a medium sized city like Zantia has 
thousands of citizens. Not even a hypochondriac would call something of this extent 
a plague." 
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"You are right. We are missing something." Lith said. 


After witnessing the anguish of the city guards, the fear in the eyes of Count Cestor, 
and how the population of Zantia was split between believers and non-believers, he 
was expecting a much worse situation. 

The dots on the map were just a mess and he didn't recognize most of the names. He 
called his handler and asked her help. Kamila was a data analyst, if there was a 
pattern, she should have been able to find it. 

"Well, it's a very short list. It will just take a few minutes." She said after Lith had 
scanned all the information he had at his disposal for her. He could see her hands 
dancing on the holographic interface with the speed and the grace of a pianist. 

"1 can already tell you that the number of people on the list is oddly convenient. It's 
just a few units below the threshold that would make it mandatory to alert the 
authorities." 

Kamila's words made Lith realize another piece of the puzzle. Up to that moment, he 
had thought that the limited number of victims was due to the Awakened behind the 
church lacking the manpower for a bigger scheme. 

Now, instead, he was sure it had been an intentional move to prevent outsiders from 
messing with their plan. 

'Picking an isolated city in the middle of winter lockdown, the timing of my summon 
and of the snowstorm. This cannot be just a coincidence. Whatever they are doing, 
they must be hiding from the Council, not the army. 

'Otherwise they wouldn't risk involving me.' Lith thought. 

"Tm done." Kamila said as the list on Lith's hologram was now reduced to 84 names, 
each followed by their position in the city's administrative offices and their clearance 
levels. 

"Aside from the obvious city Lord, these people are all bureaucrats and officials of 
medium importance. None of them holds special relevance to the city, but if you put 
them all together, they give you access to all key points of Zantia. 

"Among them there are the guards tasked to check the city entrances, clerks that can 
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hasten or slow down any paperwork you might need, and even those in charge of the 
maintenance of the emergency arrays" 

"With their combined help, a smart person would have full control over Zantia's 
available resources. They could smuggle or hide anything inside the city and even 
take some of the relics stored there for emergencies without anyone noticing." 

"1 doubt it's anything that big." Lith shook his head. 

"How long ago was the Church of the Six founded?" 

"Over nine months ago." Kamila replied. 

"When did the Griever first appear?" 

"A month ago, right after the lockdown." 

'1 can't imagine six Awakened wasting a whole year in the middle of nowhere. 
According to Firgon, the Church was on the verge of collapsing before the Griever. 
They must be using the Church as a cover and as a scapegoat in case something goes 
wrong.' Lith thought. 

"We need a second map. Maybe if we remove all the marks belonging to the officials, 
we can get a better picture of why they picked those people as victims." Friya said. 

"It's a waste of time." Lith extended his arms and used light magic to create a 
holographic copy of the map right above the real one. Thanks to his training, he was 
now able to add a tinge of colors by using other elements, giving it a higher 
definition. 
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CHAPTER 571 
BORROWED TIME (1) 


"Good gods!" Friya had seen Lith's creations during Jirni's birthday, but back then 
they were all based on a single element. Something that more or less, she could do 
too. 

She waved her hand through the hologram, feeling its warmth and shattering it into 
stardust. 

"Friya!" Lith said. 

"I'm sorry, 1 was just too curious. It almost looked solid. Was it solid?" She didn't 
sound sorry at all. Her hazel eyes sparkled as they had during their academy days, 
when she was about to learn one of the marvels magic was capable of. 

"1 wish! Do you have any idea how hard it is to create a map? There are hundreds of 
streets and buildings that 1 cannot possibly remember. 1 need to be able to look at 
the original to keep it stable. The moment your hand covered the map, I've lost both 
my focus and mana!" Lith snarled while creating a second one. 

He was actually capable of creating a map from scratch, but only if the original was 
stored inside Soluspedia. 

^^^Sorry, Lith." This time she was sincere. Friya felt stupid for both her action and 
her words, yet she didn't regret them. For the first time in years, she was having fun. 
Ever since the academy had ended, her life had been one of duty. 

First, she had to take care of Quylla. Friya had helped her to retake her fifth year at 
the White Griffon and overcome the trauma Quylla had suffered after killing Yurial 
under the influence of Nalear's slave ring. 

Then, her sisters had left Friya alone to search for their own path in life. After all that 
had happened to her during the Academy, Friya trusted no one and was unable to 
relax unless in the safety other own home. 
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The Crystal Shield guild was her creature and her cage at the same time. Leading 
arrogant and disgruntled mages was a full time job that left her no time for a 
personal life. Lith was a safe oasis for her. 

Someone she could trust almost as much as Quylla, but who unlike her sister and 
guildmates didn't need her protection. Whenever they met, he always had something 
to teach her about magic, and that was the most precious gift anyone could give her. 

"Don't worry. Lieutenant Yehval, please, and this time read back only the addresses 
of all those who have no role in the city's administration." Lith said while patting 
Friya' shoulder. 

That small gesture made Kamila hate her job for the second time in as many days. 
Hundreds of kilometers and a snowstorm separated them, yet it was being called by 
her last name that exacerbated the distance between them. 

For a moment, she envied Friya for her strength, her magic, and because Kamila 
imagined her free to do what she wanted rather than what she had to. Then, she 
started listing the addresses and a new pattern appeared on the map. 

What appeared in front of their eyes was still a mess, but at least it didn't look like a 
Jackson Pollock anymore. They spent a few minutes trying to make sense of the 
image, but to no avail. 

"If you tilt your head and remove these dots you can almost see a magic circle." Lith 
said while tapping on several locations on the map. 

"Right idea but wrong dots. If we ignore the dots you proposed, you can see that 
some of the remaining ones form this array." Friya's slender finger traced a circle 
above the map. 

"The problem is that you can't ignore any of those points. If all of the locations are 
magically marked the same way, then they would disrupt the formation. Even if you 
are right, two overlapping arrays would cancel each other without proper 
insulation." 

Kamila's words left Friya flabbergasted. 

"How come you are an array expert?" She asked. 
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"I'm not. I just repeated what Lith and Manohar yelled at each other back in Othre. 
They quarreled about runes and lines of power so much that I ended up learning a 
thing or two." Kamila chuckled. 

'Wait a minute. I think you're both right. Check the list more carefully.' Solus thought. 

"Sons of a..." Lith blurted out as he realized the meaning other words. 

"Kami-1 mean, Lieutenant Yehval, please filter the names based on the floor they live 
on." Like most cities surrounded by walls, Zantia had no choice but to expand 
vertically rather than horizontally. 

Most buildings were at least three storey's high. 

Instead of ignoring the dots, Lith split the map into three different layers, each one 
with its own set of tokens and marked with a different color. Even a layman like 
Kamila could easily recognize the magic circles formed by connecting the dots. 

"Okay, this is not good." Lith said. 

"I recognize the array on top and the one at the ground level, but I have no idea what 
the middle one is. The upper circle is a containment array, similar to those I use 
when I practice Forgemastering. 

"Its purpose is to contain great masses of energy and prevent them from escaping. It 
maximizes the effects of a magical procedure. The bottom one is a grounding array, 
used to safely disperse mana in case a spell goes out of control." 

"I've already taken a scan of the holographic map and of the three arrays." Kamila 
said. 

"I'll immediately contact General Vorgh, the Master Warden, and call you back as 
soon as I have some answers. Over and out." 

Lith pulled the curtain covering the window to check the weather. The wind carrying 
the snow was so strong that he wasn't able to see further than ten meters even with 
his enhanced senses. 

'I have no idea where the Awakened could be and even if I did, I can't risk making a 
move before I understand what their endgame is. Going to the Church of the Six now 
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would be pointless. 


'The clerics are likely to be unwitting puppets in their hands, so interrogating them 
would be a waste of time. The ones performing "miracles" are the Awakened ones, 
but they will not show up without a crowd. 

'Once the storm settles, 1 need to attend one of their ceremonies. If they made me 
come here, it means that they are almost done with their preparations.' He thought. 

"A bronze coin for your thoughts." Friya said. 

"We're on the clock. The arrays are completed and they felt so confident that one of 
them attacked me in the open. 1 don't like that they lured and trapped me here. If 1 
don't get rid of them now, they could find me again. 

"Also, 1 hate them for using arrays to perform their crap. Whenever 1 use an array, 1 
can still hear Yurial whining about Wardens being useless." Lith replied. His voice 
went from calm to stone cold when he talked about his enemies and then it became 
sad while he remembered his lost friend. 

"Me too. 1 miss him so much." Friya sighed. 

"You know, right after Balkor's attack, when you and Phloria started to be all lovey- 
dovey, he asked me if 1 was interested in being his friend with benefits." 

"Sounds like Yurial. What did you tell him?" Lith said with a light smile. 

"1 slapped him and said no, of course. 1 never regretted my choice, I'm only sad that 
he never got the opportunity to get the happiness he deserved." 
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CHAPTER 572 
BORROWED TIME (2) 


"Do you mind if I ask you a personal question?" Friya said while pouring them some 
hot tea. 

"No, but 1 can't guarantee you that I'll answer." 

"Don't worry, I'm not going to pry your wall of secrets." She chuckled. 

"We all knew you had a crush on Nalear and a soft spot for Wanemyre. 1 was 
wondering why you never made a pass at me. Now that we are not young and stupid 
anymore, I'm not embarrassed to say that it hurt my pride for a bit." 

"Well, it's simple. When we first met, you were just another pompous, stuck up 
noble. After the second exam, when we started to become friends, you had already 
become too similar to me." Lith said. 

"You have always been the most beautiful girl in our class, but 1 have a thing for cute 
girls and you have never been cute. You went from obnoxious to dark and gloomy. 
You and 1 are like moons. We may shine, but our light is cold and distant. 

"We need a sun, someone willing to walk that distance and accept us for who we are 
instead that for how we look. That's why 1 ended up with Phloria first and with 
Kamila now." 

Friya had to admit that even if they were good friends, her crazy matched Lith's 
crazy in all the wrong possible ways. Just the thought of being together with 
someone more paranoid, grumpy, and aggressive than she was gave her the creeps. 

"Are you still practicing the impossible arrays Yurial found for us?" Lith asked. 

"Every single day. I'll always be grateful to you for teaching me the importance of 
first magic. There are so many things that 1 would have missed if 1 didn't follow your 
crazy training routine during the fifth year. 
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"I may not be able to create holograms yet, but 1 can assure you that once we find 
those rogue mages, they are in for more than one nasty surprise." She said with a 
ferocious grin. 

Since the snowstorm continue unabated and Kamila had yet to call back, they started 
exchanging pointers about magic. Friya revealed to him that she had kept in touch 
with Professor Rudd, the dimensional magic expert of the White Griffon. 

They were reminiscing together about all the cruel words the man had said to his 
students in general and to them in particular when someone knocked on her door. 

"I'm sorry to disturb you. Lady Ernas." A butler in a white and dark blue livery said to 
her with a deep bow. He was a middle aged man with receding red hair and the face 
of someone who had just seen a ghost. 

"There's a guest on the door who claims to be a friend of someone named Scourge. 1 
tried to send him away, but he refused. Some of your men intervened, but I'm afraid 
they will only make things worse." 

"Did he say his name?" Friya and Lith exchanged a quick glance hearing the name 
magical beasts had bestowed upon him. 

"No, 1 didn't even ask him about it because he has clearly got the wrong address..." 

Friya didn't let him finish the phrase and opened a Warp Steps leading to the 
mansion's hallway. The front door was wide open, letting the freezing wind in as 
snow started to pile up on the magnificent blue and gold carpet covering the floor. 

Several members of the Crystal Shield guild lay on the ground unconscious. Only a 
few of them had managed to even draw their weapons, but none of them had the 
time to use them. Not a single drop of blood had been spilled. 

The man in front of them was a barbarian, at least 2.1 meters [7'} tall. He wore a 
hunter set of heavy clothes made of warm animal fur and boots bigger than a bucket. 
His face was rough and savage, with a square jaw and a cleft chin. 

The hunter's long hair and his well trimmed beard were flaming red, with not a 
single snowflake on them. Even though he was lifting one of Friya's men by the neck 
with a single hand, waiting for him to pass out, his emerald eyes were calm and wise. 
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There was no way Lith wouldn't recognize him, even after all those years. 


"Put Kallum down!" Friya said while unsheathing her sword. 

"It's good to see you again, Friya." He said with a warm smile as he let the man's feet 
touch the ground again, allowing him to breathe. 

"You may know me, but 1 don't know you. What do you want from Lith?" She said 
while never lowering her weapon. 

A sudden gust of wind swept her hair as a blurry figure moved past Friya and struck 
the hunter on the side of his jaw with pinpoint accuracy, sending him tumbling 
outside. 

"You bastard! How dare you show your face again like that?" Lith's anger was so 
great that, without Solus's help, his blue aura would have already filled the manor's 
hallway. 

She would have liked to say something, but even though she was already restraining 
his mana flow, both the lights and the shadows were seconds away from coming to 
life. Solus couldn't afford to lose her focus. 

Blood trickled from the hunter's mouth as he stood up. 

"You've gotten stronger. Scourge. 1 hoped you would rather focus on becoming a 
better person. Power isn't everything." The man said as if Lith had offered him his 
hand instead of sending him flying with a punch. 

"Five years! Five fucking years without a single word from you." Wind and snow 
slapped Lith's face. He ignored the former, whereas the latter evaporated on contact, 
such was the heat emanating from his skin. 

"1 almost died for you and what did 1 get in return? You deceived me! You turned the 
only friend 1 had ever had against me! You abandoned me! You took away Selia from 
me! Tell me why 1 shouldn't kill you on the spot." Lith said. 

The snow melted and boiled under his feet as the whole street was plunged into 
darkness, as if the sun had been blotted out of the sky. The hunter stood tall, 
uncaring of the ongoing unnatural phenomenons and Lith's accusations. 
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"You didn't do it for me, but for yourself. What I did, instead, I did it for you. To stop 
your madness. It was the only way I had to give you a better future and judging from 
what I've heard. I'd say I succeeded. 

"I never abandoned you. I simply couldn't afford to return and waste our sacrifice. As 
for Selia, she was never yours to begin with. She followed me of her own will. You are 
only right about one thing. I owe you. 

"Without your reckless, selfish act I would be dead. I live on borrowed time, your 
time. My life is yours to take if that's what you truly want." Protector opened his 
arms in a defenseless position, exposing both his neck and heart. 

Lith extended his clawed hands toward Protector's chest and hugged him as strong 
as he could. 

'Solus, analysis.' He thought. 

'Protector is barely halfway blue and his physical strength hasn't improved much.' 
She replied as Lith's fury faded. 

"How can you be so weak after all this time?" Lith asked. 
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CHAPTER 573 
CATCHING UP (1) 


"Raising two children while taking care of a pregnant wife doesn't leave much free 
time for training. Besides, it's not me being slow so much as you being relentless. Do 
you at least have a girlfriend?" Ryman said while returning the embrace. 

Lith was happy to hear that his long lost friends were all right and that Protector's 
manners had significantly improved. In the past, he would have opened the 
conversation by asking Lith about his mating habits. 

"1 do have one." 

"Is she the one in the ring?" 

"No." 

"Is she the one waiting for you on the doorsteps?" 

"It's a long story." Lith said. 

"Come inside. 1 doubt you are here just to see me." 

"1 would never leave Selia and the children in the middle of winter for a social call. 
I'm here because you need my help. Scourge. Is this your new house?" Ryman said 
while pointing at the Viscount's manor. 

"It is now. Remember to watch your mouth. I've yet to share any of my secrets with 
anyone." 

At those words, Ryman lost his cool and stopped in his tracks. 

"No one knows about Solus, the Awakening, your other form, or Carl?" He said with a 
whisper. 

When Lith had given Protector part of his life force to repair his damaged mana core. 
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the Emperor Beast had access to all of his memories, even those from his life on 
Earth. 


"Tista knows about Solus and Awakening, Phloria knows about my other half, but 
that's it. Only you and Solus know everything about me." The tone Lith used made it 
clear he was still unwilling to open up. 

"Who is this guy? How does he know my name?" Friya had put away her sword when 
she had seen the two men hugging, but her confusion still remained. 

"He is..." Lith was searching for a plausible lie when Protector cut him short. 

"We briefly met during Balkor's attack. You know me by the name Protector, but I'd 
like you to call me Ryman Fastarrow. Selia says 1 should always introduce myself 
with a real name rather than just a title." 

Friya racked her brain, trying to remember where she had heard that name before. 
Her mouth almost dropped onto the ground when she realized their guest's identity. 

"No way! You are..." Lith snapped his fingers. Blinking all three of them back inside 
Friya's room before it was too late. 

"...an Emperor Beast. How can you possess a human body?" A Hush spell prevented 
her voice from being heard. 

"1 didn't steal anyone's body." Ryman said with a tinge of annoyance in his voice. 

"Once we reach this stage of evolution, we can shapeshift. It's not a big deal, a lot of 
creatures can do it." Lith didn't like how Protector looked at him while saying that. 

"Yet it's a big secret among beasts, like the fact that they can talk." Lith chimed in. 

"He is putting a lot of trust in you. Most humans would go crazy if they knew that 
beasts and plants can shapeshift. Do you remember Gadorf the W5wern? He was able 
to do the same." 

His words calmed her a bit, but not much. Suddenly she had no idea how to 
recognize who was human and who was just pretending to be one. 

"1 need to sit and something strong to drink." She shook her head, hoping the room 
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would stop spinning soon. 


"How is Selia doing?" Lith asked. 

"I had to propose to her to make her move away from Lutia on such short notice." 
Ryman's words made Friya choke on her drink. 

"Isn't Selia a woman? I mean a human? Are you two really married?" She blurted out. 

Lith had to repress laughter. The same Protector who was always so patient and 
kind, the closest thing to a magical father figure Lith had, was now dilating his nostril 
in annoyance. 

"Yes, yes, and yes. If you keep stating the obvious. I'll never get to the point, though." 
Friya became beet red and hid her face behind her glass. 

'I need something stronger.' She thought as she put the wine away and took a bottle 
of Griffon Fire out of her pocket dimension. A single malt whiskey with an alcohol 
content over 50%. 

"Everything went fine until our first daughter was born. Thank the Great Mother, 
after almost getting killed I became proficient in healing magic, so Selia didn't need a 
midwife. It would have been a mess since Lilia had quite the fur." 

Friya had one shot at the word "daughter" and another at "fur". 

"Was she a hybrid?" Lith asked, giving Friya plenty of reasons for a third shot. 

"Yes. Unfortunately, Selia didn't take it well. She yelled at me for lying to her and 
kicked me out of our house. To be fair, I didn't lie. She never asked and I never 
thought of a reason to tell her about me being an Emperor Beast." 

"How could you not tell her? That's a pretty big elephant, you know?" Friya said. 

"I came out of the woods naked, I told her I knew her for a long time and I had 
uncanny magic powers. I thought it was pretty obvious." 

"She must have thought you were a friendly but nutjob mage! What kind of logic is 
that?" Another shot bit the dust. 
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"Is my life a drinking game or what? Gods, now I understand why you never speak 
about yourself with anyone. Silly me thinking you and Selia were just paranoid." 
Protector took the bottle away. She had already started slurring her words. 

"Are you saying that Lith is an Emperor Beast too?" Friya was on the verge of a 
nervous breakdown. 

"No, he's not. His body is on par with a veteran magical beast, but it's weak 
compared to an Emperor." 

"Shut your damn mouth!" Lith couldn't believe how stupidly sincere Ryman was. 

'He must have survived this far because Selia has him under her thumb.' He thought. 

"I need more alcohol." Small sparks of light appeared around the bottle, making part 
of its content fill her glass again. 

"Master of space, remember?" Friya was happy her ability with dimensional magic 
was able to shock the two monsters she was sharing the room with. 

"After a few days, she calmed down and allowed me to return home. Selia was still 
pretty pissed off, but she had no idea how to raise a hybrid which made her 
desperate for help. She was afraid that if humans found out about Lilia, they would 
kill her. 

"After I managed to make our daughter turn into her human form, things went 
smoothly and after a few months, she forgave me. Now everything is settled. We had 
a son, Leran and now Selia is carrying our third one. 

"Selia picked all of their names in your honor. She says that without you, we would 
have never met and that without your sacrifice she would have been forced to raise 
our child alone. You are their godfather, so you should visit them sometimes." 

On Mogar, it was custom to name a child with the same initial letter of the most 
esteemed member of the family as a good omen. Lith was moved by Selia's 
consideration towards him. 

After Lith told him the part of his story Friya was allowed to know and they were 
caught up. Protector explained to them the reason for his coming. 
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CHAPTER 574 
CATCHING UP (2) 


"After almost dying at the hands of Balkor's Valor, 1 understood 1 needed to study 
magic more seriously. Whenever I'm not providing for my family or raising my 
children, 1 study under a powerful Emperor Beast, Faluel the Hydra. 

"1 never forgot about my debt of gratitude towards you, so 1 asked Faluel to inform 
me if she ever heard something about you. That's how 1 learned about your 
predicament. 

"Fighting three A- amazing mages alone is too difficult, even for someone as 
experienced as you are. 1 still regret not learning about Nalear until it was too late. 1 
couldn't be there for you then, but I'm not leaving you alone this time." Protector 
said. 

"You know a Hydra?" Friya had already reached the point where no amount of 
alcohol could calm her down anymore. 

"Yes, she is my mentor. I'm sure she would gladly help you too, Lith. Except during 
winter. She hates the cold." 

"Wait, how does she know about Zantia's situation?" Lith asked. 

"The Lord of the Kellar region somehow spectated your fight. Emperor Beasts don't 
care about humans but look after their own. He knew 1 was looking out for you and 
he alerted Faluel. You know the rest." 

"Gods, 1 can't believe it! Magical beasts sent reinforcements to help you whereas the 
army is still sitting on its thumbs." Friya had no idea that Lith had only reported the 
existence of two Awakened ones to protect his cover. 

"Magical beasts care only for themselves, whereas the army has to protect the entire 
country." Lith said while winking at Protector to make him shut up. 

Lith told Protector everything he knew about the Church of the Six, the group of 
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Awakened ones he had fought, and showed him the arrays they had planted inside 
the city. 

"Do you really know about arrays as well?" Protector was flabbergasted. 

"Does this Kamila really exist or is she made up? He can't possibly take care other, 
his job, their cubs, and be so good at magic!" 

"No cubs." Lith's voice was stone cold, while Friya giggled due to being tipsy and 
because of Lith's embarrassment. 

"But you are together for..." 

"No cubs and not planning on making them!" Lith's army amulet blinked, signaling 
an incoming call and giving him an excuse to change the topic. 

Contrary to his expectations, it wasn't Kamila's hologram which materialized in the 
middle of the room, but General Vorgh's. 

He was a short old man, barely 1.5 meters [5'} tall wearing the light blue uniform of 
the army. Judging by the several wrinkles on his face and the spots on his skin, he 
had to be at least seventy years old. 

Yet his sky blue eyes had the wild vibe of a predator on the chase. His short white 
hair and finely trimmed beard shone like silver fur under the sun, reinforcing 
everyone's impression of being staring at by a beast of the north. 

The man's sleeves bore a silver star. It identified him with the rank of Brigadier 
General. His right hand was wilding a staff made of white oak with six violet magic 
crystals engraved on it in a straight line. 

Six more floated above its top, forming a perfect circle that orbited around the staff 
and followed its every movement. Lith had already seen it in action. It allowed Vorgh 
to use impossible arrays as if he was an Awakened. 

The six engraved magic crystals were likely to be its power source, whereas the 
floating ones were responsible for creating the true arrays and harmonizing the 
world energy with Vorgh's mana. 

"Spellbreaker Verhen, I'm afraid you are facing madmen." The title Vorgh addressed 
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Lith with made those present aware of the gravity of the situation. 


"Before we speak, you should send away these people. Civilians can't be involved in a 
military operation." He said while pointing at Friya and Ryman. 

"General Vorgh, allow me to introduce to you Lady Friya Ernas and Ryman 
Fastarrow. 1 conscripted them to help me. They have the right to know since they are 
putting their lives on the line along with mine." Lith said. 

"So be it. 1 agree with your assessment of the two arrays you identified, but you have 
failed to grasp how they interact with the third one. To be honest, I'm not sure either. 
Mine are just speculations, but it's all 1 have to offer you for now." 

Lith nodded for Vorgh to continue as Solus griped due to mana sense not working on 
holograms. She would have really liked to take a closer look at the staff's pseudo 
core. 

"The array between the grounding and the containment ones was called Third Eye 
by its creator and Fool's Gold by everyone else. It channels the world energy inside a 
mage's body, making it possible for them to awaken their hidden talents. 

"No one uses it, though, because not only are its effects just temporary, but also using 
it greatly shortens its user's lifespan. Horan Palanor became one of Mogar's most 
powerful mages for almost two days before dying from its side effects. 

"No one uses Fool's Gold because it doesn't really give you any power, it simply 
condenses your life force, so you can achieve for a few months the power you would 
get in two years of practice by losing ten years in the process." 

The news stunned both Lith and Protector. Even Awakened ones had to take care of 
their life force because it couldn't be replenished. Accumulation and Invigoration 
slowed down its consumption, but they didn't affect the amount of life force one was 
born with. 

Lith's Death Vision was a consequence of his attempt to save Protector's life at the 
expense of his own. 

"The worst thing is that whoever modified Palanor's array turned it into forbidden 
magic." Vorgh said, leaving Lith even more confused. 
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"If a mage can get more power by simply sacrificing lives, I would expect it to be one 
of the most popular crimes. Why have I never heard of it before?" He asked. 

"Because it doesn't work that way. Your talent requires your life force, your memory, 
and your experiences." Vorgh explained. 

"The upper containment array is used to store and amplify the world energy. Fool's 
Gold will temporarily enhance the talent of its user, and the grounding array will 
discharge the excess energy using the people affected by the Griever as a medium. 

"It's not an illness. Those two mages injected their own mana inside others to both 
form the arrays and use them as catalysts. That way, the whole city will take part in 
the process and all its inhabitants will lose a decade or two of life!" 

"What could they possibly gain from that?" Lith asked. 

"My hypothesis is that they plan to lessen Fool's Gold's side effects by using the least 
necessary amount of world energy and discharging the rest on the population. This 
way, instead of losing twenty years they could reduce it to eighteen." Vorgh replied. 

"It's a negligible amount, that's why I say they are madmen. The use of forbidden 
magic is a game changer. We are sending you Spellbreakers as soon as possible. 
Normally it would take them a couple of hours to get there between preparations 
and traveling, but the snowstorm will slow things down. 

"The only other piece of good news I can give you is where you can find those 
responsible. To benefit from Fool's Gold's effects, the mage must be exactly in the 
middle of it. When they activate the array, it will become visible. Good luck, 
Spellbreaker Verhen." Vorgh ended the call. 
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CHAPTER 575 
DESPERATE MOVES (1) 


"What's our next move?" Friya asked. "Even though we now know their endgame, we 
can't just sit idly by. Once the array is activated, there's no telling how long the 
process will take. 1 don't want to lose years of my life!" 

"1 agree. We must make our move before they get the upper hand." Ryman said. 

"We must lure them out into the open and to do it, we need to break their toy. 
Without the people affected by the Griever, their array will break. The only reason 
they do not get themselves healed is that they have fallen for the Church's 
deception." 

"We need to get rid of the Church and heal those morons." Lith said. 

After learning about the presence of more than two Awakened inside Zantia, Lith 
had been forced to give up on his original plan of storming the Church in his hybrid 
form. It was something he had to do on his own since it would have been hard to 
explain to Friya about his shapeshifting abilities. 

Protector's arrival was truly a blessing. He was both an excellent fighter and a 
perfect cover for what was going to happen. Friya already knew about Lith's 
abnormal body. Death Vision, and about him sharing his life force with Ryman. 

Now all Lith needed was a better understanding of the Church of the Six's teachings 
before giving those Awakened a taste of their own medicine. 




Just a few kilometers away from Viscount Krame's mansion, the four remaining 
Awakened were arguing about their plan and cursing Kieran's name. If not for his 
childish pride of being the next heir of the Blood Desert's best assassin, everything 
would still be right on track. 

"We have no choice. We must continue even without Deraniel." Ailia said. Like Pelion, 
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she was a native of the Gorgon Empire. Her blue mana core was as strong as Lith's, 
whereas her body was weaker than his. 

Her master had Awakened her after she had achieved a green mana core. Her body 
needed a lot of time to adapt, and she still needed help to survive the expulsion of 
her impurities whenever it was time for her to make a breakthrough. 

She was 1.75 meters [5'9"} tall with light blonde hair and green eyes. Thanks to 
being an Awakened, her figure would make most men break their necks while 
turning their heads at her passing. Yet among the Awakened ones, she was just one 
of many. 

"Agreed. Not all of us have an Awakened daddy like Deraniel. 'There's always next 
year' my ass!" Pelion said while imitating Deraniel's accent and spitting on the 
fireplace, turning it into a pillar of fire with a spark of mana. 

"Tm not saying that we should give up on the plan. 1 need Third Eye as much as you 
do. Tm just saying that maybe we should delay it. If we leave Zantia now, the Council 
will never find us." Benyo nervously bit her nails. 

She was 1.77 meters [S'10} with flaming red hair and hazel eyes. She possessed a 
bright cyan mana core, but thanks to her master Awakening her when she was very 
young, her body refinement had been easy, at least compared to her companions. 

Thanks to that, her body was stronger than Ailia, and her figure was even better. 

"Delay it? We'll never get another opportunity like this. The city is isolated and the 
arrays are set in place. If you are so afraid, then 1 say that we start the ritual now and 
then we run away as fast as we can. 

"During spring and summer, it would be impossible to keep so many people locked 
inside their homes, not to mention we will probably already be dead!" Jaren said. 

He was 1.8 [5'11"} meters tall, with brown hair and eyes. He wasn't as tall nor bulky 
as Pelion was, but he had the build of a professional fighter. He had a bright cyan 
mana core and his body was on par with Benyo, allowing him to go hand to hand 
with magical beasts. 

He and Benyo were natives of the Griffon Kingdom, but it didn't make them any less 
scared. The use of forbidden magic was a crime even in the Awakened community, in 
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case the Council discovered their extracurricular activities, they were as good as 
dead. 

Yet they weren't afraid of the Council so much as of their own masters. An Awakened 
mage was considered responsible for all of their disciples, so they would never 
bestow their gifts upon someone for nothing. 

Awakening was a rare phenomenon, and not all of those who managed to do it on 
their own would live long enough to become hard to kill. There were those who died 
of starvation, in battle, or simply due to their own stupidity. 

So, when an Awakened mage needed an heir, they would pick up one or more 
talented youths as their apprentices. The one who succeeded would inherit their 
legacy, while the others had to find a new master or die. 

Deraniel was an exception since his master was also his own father. Even if he failed, 
Tasaar would not kill him. Kieran was another exception. Lesalia only picked one 
apprentice at a time and disposed of them as soon as she found them wanting. 

Ever since Lith had destroyed the Black Star, Lesalia had used him as a benchmark to 
push her disciple to and beyond his limits. With his life on the line, Kieran had soon 
started to hate Lith's guts, fearing that the rogue Awakened's feats would be the 
death of him. 

The remaining members of the group were the cream of the crop in their own 
territory, but only thanks to Third Eye. They were all brilliant, but not geniuses. With 
their talent alone they could see the top of the mountain, but never reach it. 

That was the reason why they had resorted to using such an elaborate scheme. They 
had met each other during Council meetings, bonding thanks to their mutual age and 
problems. 

Together, they had managed to alter Third Eye with forbidden magic, so that they 
would split his effects, both good and bad, equally between the six of them. They 
would still lose a consistent amount of their life force, but the ritual had brought 
them to the top. 

They had calculated that to beat their competition they would lose a total of two 
hundred years of life each. It was a small price to pay to inherit their masters' legacy 
and territory. 
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Especially if the alternative was dying young after having spent their whole lives 
slaving away. Just like Vorgh had said, the forbidden magic allowed them to slightly 
mitigate the cost of the ritual each time they performed it. 

Yet even one year of life force mattered, since thanks to Accumulation, it would last 
ten if not twenty times as much. The humans they harmed didn't matter. They would 
lose their own life force and die decades later, making their deaths seemingly 
unrelated. 

The six Awakened had lured Lith for two reasons. The first was to use him as the 
seventh member and further reduce the strain on their life force. The second was 
because Kieran wanted to get rid of him and prove to be the best fighter in the three 
Great Countries. 

Yet the plan was to make them fight after the ritual, not before. They needed both of 
them alive, especially since as a rogue mage Lith had no connection with the Council, 
so he couldn't report them even if he managed to escape. 

The Wyrmling's arrival, though, had proven them to be dead wrong. 
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CHAPTER 576 
DESPERATE MOVES (2) 


"We haven't gotten this far just to run away with our tail between our legs." Ailia 
said. 

"1 need to continue being my master's favorite student at all costs. She has already 
killed all those who didn't pass her exams. There's so few of us left that she is bound 
to pick her heir soon, and it's going to be me." 

She exchanged a meaningful look with her companions, they were all in the same 
boat. 

"If we take Verhen alive, the damage will be split among five instead of seven, but a 
shorter life is better than no life at all. If the Wyrmling exposed us, our masters 
would have already called me and Pelion back. Luckily, beasts do not care for 
humans. 

"Kieran must have angered it and Deraniel got caught in the crossfire because they 
were always together. 1 agree with Jaren, we must wrap this up quickly and get out of 
here before something else happens." 

Since the other three agreed, Benyo could only follow. The group decided to 
complete the ritual as soon as the snowstorm peaked again, forcing the human foci 
of the spell to remain in their place. 




Lith spent the rest of the morning shouting orders and making preparations. He 
conscripted all of Zantia's mages for his plan. Most of them were unwilling to serve 
under a new master, especially one who didn't explain to them what they were about 
to do. 

They were either city healers or noble heirs. 

"1 may have not studied at one of the six great academies, but 1 took an oath as a 
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healer and my family has loyally served the Kingdom for generations." The most 
annoying of them was Baroness Ternas, a minor healer. 


"First you had the guards kidnap us from our homes and now you want to order us 
around as if we are slaves? There's a reason 1 didn't join the army. 1 demand to know 
why we are trapped inside the city hall and what purpose this assembly has." 

There were too many whispers and nods of approval to dismiss her request. 

"Those are all excellent questions. Allow me to answer." Lith's eyes became two blue 
torches fueled by his mana as he unleashed his killing intent against the over one 
hundred mages in front of him. 

The weakest among them almost fainted. They fell onto the ground, gasping for air. 
The terror invading their bodies had almost made them forget how to breathe. The 
others were covered in cold sweat, unable to take their eyes off Lith, like deer in 
front of oncoming headlights. 

He grabbed Baroness Ternas by the neck, lifting her like she was just a rag doll. 

"There is a crisis at hand and 1 need healers." He explained with a calm voice while a 
stream of lightning coursed through her body sending her into seizures. 

"You are here because quantity has a quality all its own." Lith healed her as the smell 
of ozone and burned flesh spread throughout the room. 

"1 didn't call you here for a debate. Opinions are like assholes, everyone's got one. 

You are trapped here because you are untrustworthy." Another bolt of lightning, 
another seizure. Lith was careful to not let her faint nor choke her so much that she 
couldn't scream. 

"This assembly has a purpose you'll be made aware of when the time comes and not 
a second sooner. 1 need your obedience, not your trust." Lith healed her again, 
releasing a bit more of his killing intent and making everyone fall to their knees, 
incapable of even looking him in the eyes. 

"You are either part of the solution or part of the problem. Those of you who agree to 
help me will be compensated for their service. As for the others..." More lightning 
bolts and screams completed the sentence for him. 
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"Any more questions?" 

Some of them were crying, others had wet themselves due to the mental pressure 
Lith's mana and hostility exuded. All of them fell in line and nodded like parrots even 
after Lith had left the room. 

He couldn't afford to reveal any detail of his plan without it leaking. 

There was no telling who was affiliated with the church among his recruits' families, 
friends, or neighbors. Friya helped Wyra, one of the few members of her guilds who 
she actually trusted, with her investigation of the church. 

They promised the former staff of house Krame that they would be reinstated if they 
provided useful information. 

Protector couldn't help either Lith nor Friya, so he flew among the clouds and did all 
he could to mitigate the storm. He couldn't stop such a force of nature, but he could 
at least delay it to buy the others the time they needed. 

Thanks to Protector's efforts, the snow had almost ceased to fall. The Church of the 
Six was full to the brim of loyal worshippers who were scared of the storm as much 
as they were of the sudden disappearance of the healers. 

Lith had spread the rumor that the Griever had turned into a plague, forcing all the 
mages in the city to work together to contain the disease. He wanted them to be so 
scared that they would ignore the risk of a new snowstorm and assemble in the 
Church. 

It was the only bait he had to lure the Awakened into the open. 

"Dear brothers and sisters, I'm very happy to see so many of you despite the harsh 
trials this winter has put us all through." Said the high cleric of the Church of the Six. 

He was an average man, 1.67 meters [5'6"} tall with brown hair and eyes. His voice 
was deep and confident. With his stocky build and round nose, he wasn't a good 
looking man, but his manners were calm and amiable, making people inclined to 
listen to his words. 

He was good at manipulating the crowd. First, he would make them feel close to each 
other by reminding them of all the common injustices they suffered from, and then 
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he offered them a conveniently simple scapegoat to blame and an even simpler 
solution. 

All they had to do was to follow his words. 

"1 know the Griever is getting worse, but rest assured. None of it is your fault. Thanks 
to your sacrifice, the six Sovereigns are slowly recuperating. Giving up on magic for 
your daily activities makes everything harder, but it's for the greater good. 

"By not contaminating the world energy with your mana, you will allow the gods to 
soon return among us. 1 know that they are pleased with us because several of you 
have been finally relieved from your tribulation." 

"Glory to the Sovereigns!" The relatives of the victims of the Griever who had 
recently been 'healed' praised the high cleric's words. They were simply people not 
meant to contribute at the array who had been harmed only to keep the others in 
line. 

"It's only due to the blind selfishness of the mages that we have to work and suffer 
every day! They continue to profit from their ancestors' betrayal using powers that 
don't belong to them for their own good. 

"Each time they use a spell, the world energy gets depleted and our Mogar gets 
closer to its end!" The high cleric said. According to the church's beliefs, there was 
only a finite amount of world energy. 

With the Sovereigns gone, it couldn't replenish itself. It was all bogus since energy 
couldn't be created nor destroyed, it could only be transferred or changed from one 
form to another. 

"The day of reckoning is upon them. Soon the gods will return and punish them for..." 

A sphere of light the size of a chariot appeared above the main altar. Those present 
fell to their knees, praying with all their might, with the only exception being the 
clerics who stared in horror as space was torn apart by the monstrosity they 
believed to have summoned themselves with their ramblings. 
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CHAPTER 577 

ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE (1) 


The sphere of light turned into a gateway, which apparently led to another 
dimension full of stars and planets floating in the middle of space. 

A monstrous creature emerged from the portal on top of a fiery beast, turning the joy 
of the worshippers into terror. 

The rider stood slightly over two meters tall and was covered in thick curved black 
scales. Both his hands and feet ended in razor sharp claws enveloped in black flames. 
A set of upside down membranous wings protruded out of his back, producing a gust 
of wind strong enough to rival with the outside storm with each flap. 

His face was a black slate with no nose nor ears, but his seven eyes made everyone 
recognize him on the spot. Each one of the six eyes on his face burned with a 
different color of mana which emphasized his pitch black vertical pupils. 

The seventh one on his forehead was deep blue and without a pupil. 

"Isn't that the All-Father?" Everyone asked while staring in horror as the scales over 
his mouth opened, revealing a mouth full of fangs and blue fire. The killing intent the 
rider and his mount emanated made them unable to move or even to avert their 
gaze. 

Shivers went down their spines and the warm air inside the church became so cold 
that they could see their own breath steaming. 

"Silence! You have relinquished your gifts, your free will, and your life. You have no 
right to say my name. Food doesn't get to talk, it only gets digested!" The portal 
behind the All-Father closed, and all the shadows in the room came to life, 
overwhelming their owners. 

The worshippers were soon pinned to the ground by a distorted version of 
themselves. The dark forms had their faces twisted by an insatiable hunger, bright 
yellow eyes, and a white maw instead of a mouth. 
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"Fenrir, devour them!" He ordered his steed, a huge beast that resembled a divine 
wolf. 

Its shoulder height reached two and a half meters [8'3"}, making its rider's head 
almost touch the ceiling. Its whole body was covered by a flaming red fur and 
enveloped in a deep blue flame. It erupted with greater intensity from its neck, 
making it look like a mane. 

The monster had two curved horns coming out of its forehead, right in front of its 
ears, eagle-like feathered wing coming out from its back, and its tail was made out of 
dancing blue flames. 

Fenrir's howl made the ground quake and cracked the church's walls like they were 
just made of sand. All those trapped by their own shadows felt their strength being 
sapped as small spheres of light came out of their bodies and moved towards the All- 
Father. 

Ailia and Pelion were watching the show from a surveillance mirror. They recognized 
the spell as a variation of spirit magic that they had never seen before, Deraniel had 
called it "Demons of Darkness". 

They had yet to make a move because their minds were frozen in stupor. 

Everything had happened too fast and at the worst possible moment. They had no 
spell at the ready, and facing an Emperor Beast one on one wasn't a nice perspective. 
Yet they had no choice but to act. 

If the Church of the Six collapsed, people would let themselves be healed, making it 
impossible for them to trigger the Third Eye array. 

"He's not the All-Father, but just a pretender. We know it well because we are the 
Sovereigns!" Ailia and Pelion appeared from a Warp Steps. They unleashed a 
blinding light which dispersed the shadows and freed all of those present. 

"Really? Wasn't that just a spell? Didn't you just come from a common room?" The 
All-Lith laughed unleashing a tier five spell while Protector did the same. The two 
Awakened had nothing to counter such a sudden and powerful move, so they Blinked 
to safety. 

"Where the heck are you guys? We need help!" Ailia yelled into her communication 
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amulet. 


Everyone was now free to look around. Nothing in her demeanor or looks was very 
god-like. She sounded afraid and she was using a pricey yet common tool. Pelion 
quickly cast a tier three stream of lightning bolts while emitting a powerful blue 
aura. 

"Air magic? This is insulting." Protector sighed. Even when he was still an evolved 
monster, air and fire were his natural elements. Manipulating them came as easy as 
breathing to him. 

He had over than thirty years of experience with it and five more since he had 
evolved into an Emperor Beast. By combining his will with Lith's, they didn't need to 
make a single move. 

The closer the lightning bolts came to them, the smaller they got, until they 
disappeared in a puff of smoke. 

"Nice trick! Do you work at birthday parties too? I'll show you what a real god can 
do! Fenrir, attack!" The All-Lith said making Protector snarl. 

He hated corny speeches and getting kicked in the sides by Lith's clawed feet even 
more. Yet he didn't complain and directed his fury against the two Awakened by 
unleashing the tier four spell Flaming Tornado. 

Using its light as a cover, Lith gave Protector the predetermined signal and breathed 
a burst of Origin Flames into it. Thanks to his elemental mastery. Protector made it 
so that the Origin Flames were stuck in the eye of his tornado without allowing them 
to damage the surroundings. 

The air element amplified the power of Lith's flames whereas the fire element of 
Flaming Tornado was sacrificed to prevent them from spreading outwards. The 
resulting effect was akin to a fire pillar produced by a Balor, but entirely made of 
Origin Flames. 

The blue pillar destroyed everything in its path, making stone evaporate and turning 
wood into ash. Ailia and Pelion used their defensive amulets, conjuring a barrier 
made of pure mana to shield themselves from the attack. 

Yet no matter how much energy they poured into them, the boosted and focused 
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Origin Flames were eating at it with a speed visible to the naked eye. The amulets 
became hot due to the stress their pseudo core was under. 

Lith and Protector were doing their best to make it look easy, but neither breathing 
Origin Flames non stop nor keeping them under control was a simple feat. 

"We need to get away!" Pelion yelled as the flames started to get past the barrier and 
ate at his enchanted clothes. 

"How do you propose to do that? If we lose our focus, we are dead!" Ailia's prayers 
were answered by two Warp Steps opened by their companions, who pulled them 
back to the safety of their room. 

"Damn!" Lith said. According to his plan, the other two Awakened were supposed to 
try and attack him from behind, where Friya was ready to ambush them. Unluckily, 
even the most perfect plan doesn't survive contact with the enemy. 

"Cowards! Show yourself!" He said while both he and Protector used Invigoration to 
restore their strength. 

'Plan B it is.' Friya Warped outside and then walked through the main door, 
enveloped in a golden light like a hero from the legends. With each other strides, the 
shadows which had just started to come to life again screamed and died. 
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CHAPTER 578 

ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE (2) 


"Begone monster! You don't belong in this world!" She said while pointing her rune 
covered rapier against the All-Lith. The golden light pushed the shadows back and 
made the killing intent which had oppressed the worshippers until that moment 
disappear. 

"It is not by my will that 1 was summoned here. 1 only answered the call of humans 
who want to pay me tribute." The All-Lith replied. 

"Tribute? You steal their freedom and treat them as nothing but food!" Friya couldn't 
believe that she was actually following Lith's script. 

"Foolish girl! The same could be said of all religions." The All-Lith and his steed 
charged forward. 

"Run away! I'll hold him as long as 1 can!" Friya flew forward, slashing against the 
rider. Her rapier produced a silvery sound as it clashed against the Ah-Lith's arm. 

People stared in awe as the small figure managed to stop the two monsters alone. 
Many of them knew Friya and despised her for being Viscount Krame's henchman. 
Now their eyes were filled with tears of gratitude and their hearts with admiration. 

"We should have never doubted our mages." Many said while helping those who 
were too weak to get up on their own due to the emotional rollercoaster they had 
experienced. 

"Suckers." Lith said with a wide grin as Protector continued to step back, pretending 
that the fight was balanced. 

"Is there something you can't do with those holograms?" Friya whispered while 
making sure that her back prevented the spectators from seeing Lith's human arm 
appearing where her blade made contact with it. 

"1 wish. 1 can't hold on for long." It was a he. Only his eyes were covered by 
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holograms, making them appear as if they were opened. Lith had simply reverted his 
arm to its human form upon contact. 


They kept fighting spell against spell, claws against blade. Every one of their moves 
was dramatic and heroic, to the point it looked like an epic battle straight out of the 
legends. 

It was all staged, of course. Their spells were flashy, made to appear powerful, but 
had no substance. 

They were weaker than first magic, barely a light show. As soon as everyone got 
outside, the three mortal enemies stopped to plan their next move. 

"Td say that the Church of the Six is done." Friya said as both Lith and Protector 
reverted to their human form. 

Ryman purposely produced a flash of light to blind her long enough for Lith to build 
and destroy a hologram that could cover his transformation. 

"Indeed. 1 was expecting them to attack us during our little play, but they seem to be 
otherwise occupied." Ryman pondered while using air magic to reproduce the 
sounds of a heated battle and witty one liners. 

"At this point they have no choice left but to activate the arrays now. Even if some of 
the spells' foci are out of place, they had enough to spare in case something 
happened." Lith used his army amulet to make sure that plan C was going smoothly. 

A yelp and a "No!" accompanied an explosion big enough to make the whole building 
crumble. The alleged monsters had allegedly been defeated. The crowd still around 
the church exploded into cheers and applauses as the three walked out of the debris. 

The mercenary, the Ranger, and the hunter smiled at their audience. Lith even raised 
his hands while holding Ryman's and Friya's before giving those present a bow, just 
like they were actors. 

The cheers and applauses intensified. 

"Good gods! How did you become a man who can see a whole city almost ripped to 
shreds and joke like that?" Friya angrily whispered. 
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"For them, we saving their city might be the most important day of their life. But for 
me, it was just another day's work." Lith's reply earned him a nudge in his ribs from 
both of his partners. 

"We have no time to waste! According to General Vorgh they must be at the center of 
the array. If even plan C goes awry, we're screwed." Friya chanted her spells with 
astounding speed, urging Lith to do the same. 

This time, the Awakened would be prepared and have the home advantage. Lith 
chanted gibberish, giving Solus the task of providing for plan F while he took care of 
plan E. 

He had to keep them both a secret, or the others would never let him hear the end of 
it. 

'I'm completely against plan E and 1 wish you to reconsider.' Solus thought. 

'This time it will be three against four. Four versus four at best, if we give away your 
existence. But what if they have prepared more arrays? I'm not going to risk the life 
of any of you. You mess with the Scourge, you get buried. Period.' Lith ended the 
argument before it even started. 

Ryman opened a Warp Steps leading to their destination as soon as the chanting 
ended. Dimensional magic was mana expensive and Friya was the only one among 
them who wasn't an Awakened. 

'She is the weak link. 1 have to make sure that nothing happens to her. Friya is a good 
person and 1 don't want to see Lith experience any more grief. The next time he 
snaps, it could be the last one.' Ryman thought. 

The Warp Steps led them to a spot far enough from the array's epicenter to keep 
them from being spotted with Life Vision, but close enough to check their 
surroundings for traps. 

"All clear." Lith said after performing the array detecting spell and using both his own 
and Solus's mystical senses. 

"Same. 1 can't sense any suspicious sound or smell." Ryman found the lack of enemy 
traps disturbing. He had checked for undead, explosives, and even hidden soldiers to 
no avail. 
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They flew toward the center of the array and soon they were able to see four figures 
high in the sky. The four Awakened moved rhythmically, using Invigoration to 
conjure more and more world energy. 

It would ensure that they would have a successful activation of Third Eye even if they 
lacked a few focal points. Due to the temporary relief from the storm, people might 
have left their homes. The four were arranged back to back in a circle, covering all 
the possible directions their opponents could come from without leaving a blind 
spot. 

"They are here!" Benyo said. Things couldn't have gotten any worse. With only four 
of them. Third Eye would take a big chunk of her life force. To add insult to injury, the 
makeshift addition to the ritual would ensure its activation, but they were likely to 
lose the grounding array's effect and even more life force in the process. 

'I hope there is a special place in the afterlife for idiots like you, Kieran.' She inwardly 
cursed. 

"Let them come. Ready on my mark." Ailia said. Her face looked like it had been 
chiseled in stone. She had sacrificed too much to allow anyone to stop her. All of 
them knew the risks involved when they had accepted the chance to become 
Awakened. 

Back then, however, death seemed like something distant, whereas now it was 
waiting for them around the corner. 

^^^Now!" At her signal, a golden six pointed star appeared in the space between 
them. It soon grew enough to cover all the space around them for over 100 meters 
[328 feet}. Silverwing's Hexagram was one of the most common training routines for 
Awakened ones. 

Four of them could cast it quickly and suppress any enemy thanks to Invigoration 
providing them with endless mana. Lith's group suddenly lost their flight spell and 
gravity did the rest. 
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CHAPTER 579 

TACTICS AND STRATEGY (1) 


"Nothing works!" Friya said. None of the items Orion had prepared for her could 
project its energy outwards. Under the seal of the Hexagram, only inner energies like 
fusion magic could be used. 

She wasn't worried about dying. The enchanted armor she wore still worked and it 
would prevent the fall from being lethal. Yet without magic, they had no way to stop 
the four criminals. 

"1 know." Protector's voice was peaceful. He took a deep breath and the world 
stopped moving. He was the first one to disappear, quickly followed by his two 
companions. 

"What the heck? They Blinked away!" Jaren couldn't believe his own eyes. 

"Stop spouting bullshit! They are still inside the array. Had they attempted any spell, 
we would have felt it and countered it in a jiffy." Pelion could still sense Lith's group 
presence thanks to the enhanced mana perception the Hexagram provided to all four 
of them, yet he couldn't pinpoint them. 

At least not until one of Protector's horns rammed into him with the force of a freight 
train. After almost being killed by the two Emperor Beasts, Pelion had come to the 
fight prepared this time. 

The moment Benyo had spotted the incoming enemies, he had activated his armor's 
pseudo core to boost its defensive abilities at the expense of duration. The enchanted 
protection his master had Forgemastered for him was now five times stronger than 
usual. 

Such a powerful effect came at a price, though. It would take less than two minutes 
for the pseudo core to exhaust its mana and when that happened, his armor would 
be no different from normal clothes for hours. 

Fights were not supposed to last for long and Pelion would return home as soon as 
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they were done with the Third Eye ritual. It was a perfect plan, at least on paper. 


Despite the armor's boosted effect, despite earth fusion making Pelion's body as 
durable and heavy as stone, he was sent flying out of the formation. All of his 
precautions had prevented him from being skewered by the horn, but he still took a 
lot of damage. 

His sternum cracked along with several ribs, making him spit a mouthful of blood as 
he fought to regain control over his own flight spell. Silverwing's Hexagram 
disappeared, making it possible for Lith's group to use magic once again. 

Lith and Friya jumped off Protector's back as he disappeared again. 

"Where did he go?" Ailia didn't panic and kept her focus on her ritual. She could feel 
the energy accumulated in the air building to critical mass. 

"He did another invisible Blink!" Jaren said while turning his head in every direction, 
hoping to spot the Emperor Beast's exit point. 

"It's you who blinked, not me." Protector struck Jaren with one of his horns, sending 
the Awakened flying and following up with a tier four spell. Shadow Edge. A 
darkness infused air blade cut deeply into Jaren's defenses and sapped his strength. 

"There's just the two of us left!" Benyo had several spells at the ready, but had no 
idea which one to use without exposing herself or her companions to the Emperor 
Beast's impossible attacks. 

Lith darted toward her, well aware of the blazing mana in her eyes. 

'They are all using Life Vision. Dimensional magic is useless, I can only employ fusion 
magic to move faster.' He thought. 

Friya stayed behind, casting one spell another. A Mage Knight's role was to support 
and protect their companions. She would join the fight the moment the others 
required her help, not a second sooner. 

'How the heck can these guys use Silverwing's Hexagram? Even by combining their 
strength, it's supposed to be impossible. Speaking of impossible, how does Ryman 
Warp space without opening a dimensional door?' She wondered. 
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The answer was pretty simple: he wasn't Blinking, just flying with his wings. 


Ryman was so fast that from such a close distance not even the Awakened's 
enhanced senses could follow his movements. 

Now that he could once again use air magic to support his wings, he had become 
even faster. In an aerial fight, anyone could fly, yet those born with wings had 
superior speed and maneuverability. 

Seeing that Jaren and Pelion had yet to recover, Benyo clapped her hands and 
activated the tier four spell Chasing Lightning. Several golden magic circles appeared 
around her and from each circle, a bolt of lightning erupted which resembled a snake 
slithering across the air towards their target. 

The lightning bolts moved toward Lith in a zig zag pattern, slower than normal, but 
they were still very fast. Thanks to air fusion and his flight spell, Lith managed to 
dodge all of them, yet his efforts bought him less than a second of advantage. 

Being true to their name, the thunderbolts turned around and chased after him. Yet 
even a split second was more than enough for Lith. He took the Gatekeeper out of his 
pocket dimension, infusing both himself and the sword with all elements. 

Benyo could only unsheathe her own blade, an estoc, and use fusion magic as well. 
None of the opposing teams could use tier five magic. The slightest mistake when 
handling spells with such a large area of effect could hurt their companions. 

Benyo froze in place when she saw how fast Lith's blade moved. 

'1 can't dodge, 1 have to block it!' She lunged at the tip of the Gatekeeper, trying to use 
it as a leverage point to deflect the much heavier blade with her own. Unfortunately, 
even though fusion magic boosted both of them, it only served to widen the gap that 
already existed in their physical abilities. 

To make matters worse, the Gatekeeper's ability to channel the elements made it 
faster, heavier, and sharper than most enchanted blades could be. When the two 
weapons clashed, Benyo almost lost her grip on her rapier and was left defenseless 
from her waist to her chin. 

Lith's slash blasted her guard away and opened a diagonal cut from her right 
shoulder to her left hip. Chasing Lightning was almost upon him and he had no time 
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to follow up with another attack. 


"Thanks for falling into my trap, you moron!" Ailia and Benyo had a smug grin as the 
world energy that they had painstakingly accumulated up to that point was released. 
Ailia used Blink on her two missing teammates to bring them back to the epicenter 
of Third Eye. 

The three arrays forming the magical formation became visible to the naked eye. The 
Awakened ones used their own mana to channel the gathered mass of world energy 
through the magical focus points scattered along Zantia. 

The magic circles encompassed the entire city up to its tall walls, creating so much 
light that they would have been visible for kilometers if not for the ongoing storm. 

'We managed to split the damage among five, yet it's just a partial victory. Activating 
the Third Eye during a moment of quiet means that there will be a lot of witnesses. 
Once we are done with those three, Zantia has to disappear.' Alia thought. 

Wiping out a whole city was dangerous, but doing otherwise implied an even greater 
risk. Lady Tyris was bound to know about Kieran's trespassing in Zantia and if 
anyone recognized the use of forbidden magic, she would interrogate Deraniel. 

At that point, their lives would end and all of their efforts would be squandered. A 
snowstorm wiping out a city was uncommon but not unthinkable of in the north. 


traitorAIZEN 328 I 415 



CHAPTER 580 

TACTICS AND STRATEGY (2) 


The residual energy the Awakened ones had planted inside the victims of the Griever 
formed several dots in the sky that stabilized the arrays. Lith could feel his entire 
body catching on fire as the cracks present in his life force were about to be torn 
open once again. 

Yet the dots were too few to sustain any of the three arrays, which collapsed on 
themselves due to their inability to store so much world energy. 

"That's actually my line." Lith unleashed the tier five spell Raging Sun he had kept at 
the ready for that precise moment. 

A burst of violet flames engulfed the space around him with the strength and the 
heat of a volcanic eruption. Friya and Protector were safe from the spell, whereas all 
of Lith's enemies were close enough to be caught in its area of effect. 

'1 love it when a plan comes together.' Lith was smiling inside and outside. 

Before going to the church, Lith had mobilized the city guards and the conscripted 
healers. Their role had been to forcefully heal the victims of the Griever, eliminating 
the focus points that the arrays required to function properly. 

While he kept the Awakened ones occupied, the healers had dismantled Third Eye in 
his stead. 

'Well, at least plan C succeeded. Maybe the third time really is the charm.' Solus said. 
Their enemies were still all alive, so she continued to focus in case the worst 
happened. 

"Crazy bastard. He really pulled it off." Friya activated Full Guard and Dimensional 
Ruler. Her body was now surrounded by two auras, one blue and the other golden. 
She had already consumed a top tier potion, making herself immune to spirit magic. 

The other two spells were meant to take away most of the advantages an Awakened 
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had against a fake mage. Friya had heard many times from her parents about 
Nalear's abilities, so she knew what to expect. 

Even with Raging Sun as the opening act, she didn't like their odds. They were still 
three against four, and no matter how fast he was. Protector couldn't deal with two 
enemies at a time. Yet she didn't hesitate and joined the fray the moment the purple 
flames dissipated. 




Blood Desert. Panneia Tribe. Tasaar Quintus' home, now. 

Tasaar was thinking about how to punish his foolish heir and what gift he could give 
Lady Tyris to apologize for Deraniel's trespassing inside her territories when the 
answer presented itself to him. 

A delicate feminine figure walked out of a dimensional fissure right in front of him. 

"Lady Tyris! To what do 1 owe this honor?" His voice sounded like someone had put 
his genitals in a vice. For a second, Tasaar's body couldn't decide whether it should 
be aroused or terrified by the apparition. 

Tyris's human appearance had a delicate oval face and perfect features. She was 1.76 
meters [5'9"} tall and wore the uniform of a Royal Constable that fit her like a glove, 
emphasizing her figure. 

Her shining golden hair was braided into a waist long tress. There was no trace of 
her usual kindness within her silver eyes, so Tasaar's common sense made him settle 
for terror. 

"Do you really think I'm that stupid?" Tyris voice was calm, yet the mana it carried 
made Tasaar fall to his knees and bleed from his eyes and ears. 

"Your son and his friend trespass and a mysterious disease appears right in the city 
they were in. 1 could have overlooked their blatant violation of my laws if it was just 
a prank. Yet now it turns out that you sent him to practice forbidden magic on my 
turf." 

A wave of her hand made all of the arrays protecting Tasaar's home collapse. The 
artifacts he wore turned into dust, even his prized Blood Scimitar. 
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"I swear I don't know what you are talking about!" He said as his bones started to 
break one after the other in a symphony of snaps and agony. 

"You don't know? Then it's even worse. You are so stupid that you didn't even 
question Deraniel properly. Do you at least know what punishment awaits those who 
practice forbidden magic?" Her delicate hand lifted Tasaar by his head, threatening 
to squash it like a grape. 

"Death." 

"Who is responsible for a disciple's faults?" Tyris's voice was unable to hide her 
anger anymore. Her question was accompanied by a roar of thunder. 

"Their master. But Deraniel wasn't alone, Kieran..." 

"I've already dealt with Lesalia. Unlike her, you were unaware of your disciple's plan, 
so I'll grant you a peaceful death." Her reply was the last nail in the coffin of Tasaar's 
hopes. 

"At least spare my children." He wept. 

"All but Deraniel." She nodded. "I'll leave them all of your riches and enough books to 
study magic, if that's what they want. Yet your legacy is mine!" 

Tyris placed her hand above Tasaar's chest and stopped his heart. She waited for his 
mana core to disappear before moving on the second to last item on her to-do list. 
Deraniel wasn't going to be as lucky as his father. 

Her only regret was to have wasted too much time with Lesalia. Thanks to the 
surveillance device she had enchanted Kieran's clothes with, the assassin knew all 
along what the six youngsters were doing, she simply didn't care. 

To Lesalia, everything and everyone was just a means to an end. She never cared 
about the Council, nor the Guardians. Tyris had taken her time to show Lesalia how 
wrong she had been. 




Zantia's sky, now. 
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The few seconds the forbidden formation lasted was enough for Xedros the Wyvern 
to recognize its nature. 

"I knew that following Faluel's disciple was a good move. With this recording, 1 can 
blackmail those pathetic humans and their masters into giving me everything 1 want. 
It only takes a call to the Council to kill them if they refuse." A wide grin appeared on 
his scaly face. 

"Where is that Wyrmling, though? How can a measly yellow cored human be so 
powerful? 1 smell human treachery here." Xedros wasn't aware of Orion's ring 
shielding both Lith and Solus, but he knew of the existence of such items. 

The more the fight progressed, the more he was certain that Lith was using a 
cloaking device. 

Meanwhile, several hundreds of meters below the Wyvern, the battle was still 
ongoing. To come out unscathed from Lith's Raging Sun, the four Awakened had to 
sacrifice something. 

Pelion's armor was as good as dead and he had consumed all the barriers he had at 
the ready. Ailia had sacrificed most other spells and mana to carve a path for herself 
out of that blazing inferno. 

Jaren and Benyo had managed to Blink away in time, just to discover that Ryman was 
able to hit both of them almost at the same time. 

'Curse their magical protections! With just my body 1 can't kill them with one hit. 1 
need a weapon.' Protector thought. With tier five magic sealed by the proximity of 
his allies and dimensional magic sealed by Life Vision, Ryman's options were limited. 

Keeping two Awakened busy by himself was the only way he had to give his 
companions the opportunity to take out their opponents. Otherwise, the enemy 
would exploit their superior numbers to buy themselves time and use Invigoration 
when necessary. 
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CHAPTER 581 

TACTICS AND STRATEGY (3) 


Ryman assumed his hybrid form which stood over two meters tall and resembled a 
two legged humanoid wolf with feathered wings on his back. He was wearing Lith's 
prototype Skinwalker armor and wielding an enchanted two handed mace. 

It was another failed attempt at reproducing the Gatekeeper, it would have to suffice. 
Protector had never learned how to use weapons as he had dedicated all of his free 
time to magic. 

Lith was eager to even the field. He charged at Ailia, who was currently the easiest 
target, while unleashing a barrage of spells to prevent her from escaping. 

Pelion had the same idea. He Blinked behind Friya, being careful to remain outside of 
Full Guard's area of effect. His hands were brimming with mana, ready to unleash a 
spell that she couldn't avoid from such close range. 

Unfortunately for Pelion, he was well within Dimensional Ruler's area of effect. The 
golden sparkles of light which were filling the air distorted the space and made his 
dimensional door volatile. 

Instead of closing, the exit point exploded. The resulting burst of flames burned 
Pelion's back and threw him off balance. Friya turned around, performing several 
lounges with her rapier aimed at his vitals. 

Pelion took his great sword out of his dimensional ring and a small explosion almost 
threw his weapon away. He managed to catch it by infusing himself with air fusion, 
but the desperate movement left him exposed. 

The rapier hit him several times, draining Pelion's armor of its last bits of energy 
before piercing his shoulder. Pelion grunted, using darkness fusion to cut off his pain 
receptors. Between his burned hand and his wounded shoulder, he wouldn't be able 
to keep his focus otherwise. 

"A great sword? Are you overcompensating for something?" Friya said with a sneer. 
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Pelion was enraged at the idea of having been hurt by a fake mage twice, yet he 
managed to keep his cool and unleashed the tier four spell Wendigo's Wail. It was an 
unblockable attack which produced a cone of freezing air mixed with a shockwave. 

The former would weaken and slow down the enemy, while the latter would stun 
them long enough for Pelion to deal the finishing blow. The sparks of golden light 
coalesced in front of him, forming a Warp Steps which swallowed the spell and 
released it right behind Friya's back before dissipating. 

It all happened so quickly that Pelion was still trying to understand how she could 
have deflected his spell when Friya resumed her attack. The potion she had taken 
made up for her lack of fusion magic while her swordsmanship outmatched her 
opponent's. 

She never attempted to block the much heavier and clumsier great sword if not with 
her conjured tower shield. Her rapier danced like a snake against Pelion's guard and 
every one other hits created a deep wound. 

Pelion cursed his bad luck realizing that even when his attacks landed, they did little 
to no damage. Now that his armor's pseudo core had exhausted its energy, the 
difference in defensive abilities was overwhelming. 

Light fusion alone wasn't fast enough to heal his wounds fast enough. Thanks to 
darkness fusion shutting down his pain receptors he didn't feel pain, but every new 
cut was making his stamina deplete faster. 

He faked a lunge and the moment Friya retreated, Pelion flew back to buy enough 
time to use Invigoration. Friya also lunged however, despite the distance she hit her 
target. The golden lights had coalesced again, forming a small Warp Steps right in 
front of Friya's weapon and another at Pelion's back. 

She kept stabbing the air in front other and her blade started to appear out of 
nowhere from impossible angles, forcing Pelion to use all of his focus just to remain 
alive. 

"What kind of monster are you?" He said. 

Friya didn't reply. She moved forward, making more and more golden lights 
surround her opponent. 
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Dimensional Ruler was a tier five dimensional magic spell which used Friya's great 
mana perception and her talent for space manipulation to open countless small 
Warp Steps all around her. 

It allowed her to perceive anyone Warping near her and to make the space unstable 
at will. It was the reason that every time Pelion employed a dimensional ability 
something had exploded in his face. 

Friya could also use it as a mean of attack or defense, but only within a short range. 
Like all dimensional spells, it was also very mana expensive, but she knew that time 
wasn't on their side. 

They had to get the upper hand quickly, or they would be defeated. 

Lith and Ailia were fighting in close quarters and things weren't going well for her. 
She had come to the fight prepared. Too bad that according to her predictions it was 
supposed to be a long range battle where her group would outnumber and outgun 
their opponents. 

After activating Third Eye, Ailia and her companions were supposed to become even 
stronger, whereas their enemies would be like fish in a barrel after suffering from 
damage to their life force they weren't used to. 

Even the worst case scenario she had prepared for didn't involve fighting one on one 
at close range. Lith was faster, stronger, and more devious than any opponent she 
had ever sparred with. 

If she tried to buy some time to cast a spell, he would exploit her lack of focus to aim 
straight for her vitals, whereas whenever she focused solely on dodging his attacks, 
Lith would cast a spell toward her escape route and disrupt her rhythm. 

'We've been fighting for just a few seconds and I'm already covered in wounds. 
Where the fuck are the others?' Ailia released all of the attack spells stored inside 
her rings. 

The Gatekeeper was seconds away from chopping off her head and she knew it. The 
sudden barrage of spells forced Lith to step back and dodge, giving Ailia a full breath 
worth of energy from Invigoration. 

Most other wounds healed, yet the most important thing was that she had regained 
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part other stamina. 


'Dammit! I was so close to finish her off. The silver lining is that her rings should be 
out of energy now. 1 could use Origin Flames, but aside from giving away my identity 
1 would gain no advantage. 

'Back at the church, her barrier withstood mine and Protector's combined attack. A 
simple blast of flames would just surprise her. She's physically weak, 1 need to 
exploit it!' Lith thought while he Blinked away. 

The moment Ailia saw the dimensional door opening, she spun around like a top to 
find its exit point and counter attack, yet she found nothing. She then looked above 
and finally below, where Lith had just appeared dozens of meters away from her. 

'1 expected him to stick to close range, but maybe he too is running out of strength.' 
Ailia was about to use Invigoration again, to not waste a single moment of her 
unexpected break, when Lith released the tier five spell, Stormnado. 

The air around him became thick and heavy. Strong gales spread the noxious fumes 
generated by his hands upwards. Stormnado was a mix of air and darkness magic 
which conjured a thunderstorm of poisonous gas. 

Lith had switched his position to make sure that even with its huge area of effect, 
only Ailia would be caught in the ascending toxic tornado he had unleashed. 
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CHAPTER 582 

TACTICS AND STRATEGY (4) 


"Please, no." Ailia said even though she knew that the Ranger couldn't hear her. 

She was a smart girl. Ailia could easily guess what was going to happen. The moment 
the spell hit her, Lith would be free to cut her down with his swords while she was 
too busy defending herself from the storm. 

A mage couldn't be hurt by their own spell, so the Ranger could disregard 
Stormnado's effects and focus solely on attacking. 

Jaren too understood that his friend had a few seconds left to live. He had no idea 
how a fake mage could hold her ground against Pelion, but he knew that the moment 
one of them fell, the rest would soon follow. 

The Emperor Beast had no skill with his weapon, but each of his strikes had the 
weight of a mountain. The only time Jaren had blocked with his broadsword, not 
only did the blade almost break, but the impact also numbed his hands. 

"Benyo, keep him busy! Ailia needs help." He yelled as he dived below to the rescue. 

Benyo released a strong cyan aura and went all out. Up until that moment. 

Protector's strikes had been shallow because he had to shift his attention from one 
Awakened to the other, but now he could focus solely on her. 

'There's a silver lining in being alone. Here goes nothing!' She unleashed a tier five 
spell. Shattering Star. The space around her was now filled by ice shards as big as a 
man, each one infused with several lightning bolts worth of electricity. 

Protector dodged the magical hail like it was moving in slow motion, but then Benyo 
snapped her fingers and the ice constructs exploded into a heavy rain of smaller 
crystals. 

The damage each one dealt was negligible, but they were almost impossible to dodge 
and sharp enough to cut through Protector's thick fur. They would also release a jolt 
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of electricity so strong that they would cause a seizure even to someone using earth 
fusion. 

Protector cursed his naivety and conjured a small tornado around himself to escape 
from the jaws of death. Shattering Star ended up inflicting only scratches on him, but 
it had never been meant to win the battle, only to stall for time. 

Benyo smirked at her turtled up opponent and cast more spells while using 
Invigoration. She considered Emperor Beasts dangerous only because of their 
physical abilities. Due to their primitive brains, their magic lacked finesse. 

Or so Benyo thought until she noticed that the tornado didn't deflect the ice crystals, 
so much as capture them. She could feel the Emperor Beast's mana flood her spell 
and make it his own. 

The shards grew in size by the second and so did the electrical current they held. 
When Protector released half of them, they had become ice lances which moved as 
fast as bullets. 

Benyo had no defense that could stop that kind of firepower and was forced to Blink 
away. The moment Protector spotted her exit point, he released the other half while 
he called the first volley back. 

Benyo was ready to Blink again, but the ice lances hit her barriers like a truck, 
making her lose her focus. By the time the second volley arrived, all other 
protections were exhausted. 

The first spear pierced through her lung, the second through her stomach, and the 
third through her shoulder. Each one opened a gaping hole into her flesh, so big that 
Protector could see the events unfolding behind Benyo through them. 

The number of holes in her body increased until it was turned into a burst of blood, 
skin, and guts. 

"I'm sorry, but you left me no choice." Protector said as Benyo's remains were 
scattered to the wind. 

"1 was willing to spare you if you surrendered, yet you kept fighting despite 
everything being lost. 1 can't afford mercy when you willingly threaten the members 
of my pack." Then, he had the wind blow under his wings and turned into a blur. 
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"Ailia, Blink behind me!" Jaren said the moment he was sure that the Emperor Beast 
wasn't following him. 

Ailia did as instructed, but unfortunately, so did Lith. The two Warps opened almost 
at the same time, making it impossible for Jaren to distinguish friend from foe. 

"Me and my big mouth!" Since he couldn't attack, Jaren weaved several barriers in 
front of himself, just to be safe. 

Lith had run out of tier five spells, so he had to resort to the tier four spell Death Call. 
Four long arms made of shadow came out of his body, ignoring both of his enemy's 
defenses. 

From such a close distance, neither of them could use magic without the risk of 
harming their partner rather than their enemy. To make matters worse, they soon 
discovered that, even two against one, they were physically no match for Lith. 

Both the Ranger and his blade were infused with the power of the elements, 
doubling the effects of fusion magic. After exchanging a quick glance, Ailia and Jaren 
Blinked away at the same time, hoping that whoever Lith ended up chasing would 
buy the other enough time to turn the tables. 

Pelion wasn't faring any better. Dozens of deep cuts covered his body and the blood 
loss was draining his stamina by the second. Dimensional Ruler prevented him from 
using dimensional magic to escape and all of his means of attack had been 
neutralized by Friya's combination of spells. 

Full Guard allowed her to move her conjured tower shield wherever it was needed, 
and the golden light surrounding them made her rapier appear from his every side, 
as if he was surrounded by several opponents. 

Trying to get at least a second of respite, he unleashed ah of the spell he had at the 
ready and those stored inside of his magical rings. Friya did the same, but whereas 
she had several means to defend herself, Pelion only had earth fusion and his 
enhanced body. 

He infused the amulet at his neck with what mana he had left, generating a barrier 
made of pure energy that saved his life. Friya used her tower shield to block as many 
attacks as she could before it crumbled, and then she Blinked behind her opponent 
while Pelion was blinded by the light generated by the spells exploding on his 
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barrier. 


Pelion wasn't naive and was expecting something like that. His enhanced senses 
alerted him in time. He managed to turn around in the nick of time and block Friya's 
sword with the hook shaped hilt of his own. 

He ripped it out other hand and used his free arm to grab at her neck. 

He was now out of mana, making it necessary for him to finish her quickly. 
Unfortunately, while he so skilfully overpowered her arms, her leg found her way to 
his gonads. 

Friya kicked them hard and fast enough that they ended up keeping his tonsils 
company. With his pain receptors functioning again, he doubled over in agony and 
Friya's knee welcomed his face as her elbows struck at the back of his head. 

Meanwhile, in the sky above Zantia, Xedros was considering the idea of going down 
and saving the remaining three Awakened youths. 

'If those weaklings die, 1 will never learn their masters' identities. Dead men tell no 
tales and can't be blackmailed!' He thought. 
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CHAPTER 583 

PUNISHMENT AND REWARDS (1) 


A small rift opened in the space near Xedros. It was so thin and delicate that it 
appeared to be almost invisible. 

"What are you doing here instead of stopping the ritual?" A feminine voice holding 
the fury of a storm asked. 

"According to the rules of the Council, every Lord is responsible for protecting their 
territory from trespassers and from Awakened who employ forbidden magic. Yet you 
are here not doing anything. Any last words?" 

"Lady Tyris, 1..." Xedros attempted to say before her punch crushed every single bone 
in his body and sent him crashing against the nearest mountain, a couple of dozens 
of kilometers away. 

'It seems I'm late. Yet the air is still pure. The forbidden ritual didn't succeed.' She 
thought while she descended to the ground. 

Jaren had gotten the short end of the stick. He had just walked through his 
dimensional door when Lith's blade lunged at his neck. He managed to dodge it only 
to be caught by the four shadow arms conjured by Death Call. 

The darkness magic flooded his body draining Jaren of his vitality. The combined 
action of the four limbs made him lose his focus along with all the spells he kept 
active or had at the ready. 

With no more barriers protecting his enemy, Lith's blade had no problems to 
severing Jaren's head from his neck. Ailia was quickly recovering her strength while 
she cast her strongest tier five spell. 

She was so focused on speeding the casting of the spell,, that she almost didn't notice 
Protector approaching her position at breakneck speed. This time they were far 
enough to allow her enhanced senses to spot him thanks to air fusion and Life Vision. 
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Ailia was about to unleash her Collapsing Moon spell against the Emperor Beast 
when two golden rays of light descended from the sky, piercing Ailia's and Pelion's 
heart. 

At the same time, Lith's group noticed that they were inside an impossible array, 
which generated a spherical barrier around ah of those present, corpses included. 

'This is General Vorgh's energy signature, but 1 don't recognize the one behind the 
golden rays.' Lith thought. 

'It seems the reinforcements have finally arrived, but 1 don't understand why they 
put us inside- Never mind.' Solus's thoughts didn't make any sense to Lith until a 
huge explosion destroyed the Awakened ones' corpses and cracked the barriers 
sealing them. 

"You are lucky, son." General Vorgh said. 

"A lot of mages don't want their treasures to be stolen. Sometimes a dead enemy is 
more dangerous than when they were alive." 

Lith actually had no such problem. Solus would always warn him if a pseudo core 
was going awry, but he had no reason to tell Vorgh that. 

"Thanks for your help." He said while giving him a small bow. Solus preferred to keep 
her eyes on the magical staff Vorgh was wielding and try to understand its secrets. 

"No, Ranger. Thank you. I'm sorry we arrived so late, but casting such a long range 
Warping array requires time and skill. 1 suppose you already know Spehbreaker 
Tyris Griffon." 

Tyris waved her hand at Lith's group while she held the dimensional corridor from 
which Vorgh and other Spehbreakers were rushing out open. 

"Where are the rest of the enemies?" Vorgh asked. 

"Dead or still inside their homes." Lith handed him the list containing the names of 
ah the officials and nobles who were likely to have helped the Church of the Six to 
spread its influence. 

"Well, cleaning up this kind of mess is way beyond your paygrade. We'll take it from 
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here. Is there anything else I need to know?" 


"Yes. I stopped those rogue mages with the help of my friends and I'd like for them to 
be compensated. They are Friya Ernas and..." Lith turned around just in time to bite 
his own tongue. 

"Don't worry. The Griffon Kingdom doesn't discriminate against its loyal citizens just 
because of their race. Both Lady Ernas and the Emperor Beast will be rewarded for 
their efforts." Tyris said. 

Lith had noticed almost too late that Protector was still in his hybrid form. 

'Fuck me sideways! Protector doesn't know them and I doubt that he likes being 
caged up like an animal. Lucky for us, the army seems to know about shapeshifting 
abilities. Otherwise things could have gotten awkward.' Lith thought. 

Vorgh dispelled his array, making the barrier trapping Lith's group disappear. 

"Who are these guys. Scourge? Friends or enemies?" His voice sounded like a snarl. 
Protector's lips were curled, revealing his snow white fangs and showing he was 
ready to resume the fighting. 

Protector was too young to know about the Council or the Guardians. Since Tyris 
wanted to appear as a cyan cored human, even his senses perceived her as such. 

"Friends." Lith said stepping in front of him and shielding Ryman with his own body. 
Just to be safe. 

Friya was still confused about the quick development of the events. At first, she had 
been annoyed by someone stealing her prey but when Pelion's corpse had exploded, 
making even her bones tremble, her rage had been replaced by gratitude. 

The emotional roller coaster resumed when she saw Tyris. She had no idea who that 
Constable was, but seeing another Tista was a big blow to her pride. 

"Thank you very much. Lady Ernas. Your family truly is a pillar of the Kingdom." 

Tyris said while shaking her hand. 

"Thank you for your kind words." Was all that Friya managed to think of that didn't 
sound like a pick up line. 


traitorAIZEN 343 I 415 



"It's never easy to reward an Emperor Beast. Your needs are often very different 
from human's." 

"I didn't come here for a reward. Just leave me alone and I'll consider us even." 
Protector said. There was something off about the woman in front of him, and he 
didn't like how the other Spellbreakers were looking at him. 

He chose to remain in his hybrid form so he wouldn't give away his human 
appearance. 

"If that's your wish, I can promise you that no one will disturb you. I hope you will at 
least accept some gold as a token of my appreciation." Tyris handed him a bag 
containing a few hundred gold coins. 

Protector was tempted to refuse it, but with another kid incoming that money would 
make a huge difference. He wouldn't need to work for a long time, allowing him to 
focus only on his family and magic. 

Also, Selia could use a bigger home, and both of them some help with the kids. He 
nodded at Tyris and made the bag disappear inside his dimensional amulet after 
checking that none of the coins was enchanted. 

"What can the Griffon Kingdom do for you. Ranger Verhen?" Tyris shook his hand 
too, coming a little too close for Lith's comfort. Her beauty was stunning, her hair 
smelled like spring had finally arrived, and her smile had melted countless frozen 
hearts in the past. 

"I would like to apply for leave again. Two missions completed in as many days and 
an entire city saved from forbidden magic should grant me at least that much." He 
replied without hesitation. 

Tyris's smile reminded him of Kamila, making him yearn for his girlfriend's 
company. 

"That's a given." She chuckled. "You'll be awarded 10 days leave for your meritorious 
acts and another 10 days for being the top ranker in the Ranger corps. I was asking if 
there's something specific you might desire. 
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CHAPTER 584 

PUNISHMENT AND REWARDS (2) 


"Please, refrain from asking for more titles or annuities, because those who rise too 
fast draw the wrong kind of attention onto themselves." Tyris said. 

"Then I'd like to keep the Balor's body for myself. Also, 1 think I'll spend my leave 
practicing Forgemastering. Can you provide me with these metals?" Lith handed her 
a very short list, but each material was accompanied by a big number. 

"1 can assure you that all of your requests will be fulfilled, except for the Adamant. 

It's too rare and precious to waste it for the experiments of a novice Forgemaster. No 
offense." She replied. 

"None taken. What's the next best thing 1 could receive?" 

"Money and Orichalcum. Gold is a mage's best friend. Whatever your project is, you'll 
need it. As for the Orichalcum, it's a natural alloy of silver containing traces of 
Adamant. It's the perfect material for most artifacts and with the proper treatment, 
it can become harder than steel. Is it good enough for you?" Tyris asked. 

"Yes, thank you very much. 1 would also like to learn the metalworking techniques 
you mentioned earlier." 

'1 can't depend on Zekell forever. Especially for the items 1 need to create with true 
Forgemastering.' Lith thought. 

"Everything will be delivered to your door. But 1 have to order you to remain here 
until the situation settles." Tyris made him snap out of his reverie. 

"Removing so many nobles at once will leave the city chaotic. Once Count Cestor's 
treachery is exposed, the citizens of Zantia will lose much of their trust in the nobles 
who have failed them and they will shift it onto the heroes who saved them. 

"Your presence will help to make the transition as quick and painless as possible." 
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Lith was happy at the idea of spending some more time with Friya. Leaving right 
after completing his mission would feel as if he was just treating her as if she was 
just a means to an end, whereas she was his friend. 

'1 can't believe I'm thinking about this in a non sarcastic way.' Lith thought. 

'One step at a time. Progress, not perfection.' Solus said. In her eyes, Lith had many 
important people in his life, yet he appreciated only a few of them. 

Solus too was afraid of the possibility that he could die and reincarnate somewhere 
else. However, what really terrified her was the idea that to achieve his goal, Lith 
would lose everything and everyone else in the process, making it a hollow victory. 

"I'll take my leave. Scourge, Ernas." Protector opened a Warp Steps and disappeared. 
The arrival of the army and all the magic employed during the battle had lured quite 
a crowd of onlookers. 

Lith approved of Protector's choice. He had left before more humans could see him 
and had pretended to not know Friya. 

'1 guess that during the past five years he has learned some common sense.' Lith 
thought. 

Friya and Lith had to provide a full report of all the events before returning to 
Viscount Krame's mansion. They were both starving and craving for some rest. 

"Shouldn't you call Kamila? 1 bet she's jealous of you spending so much time alone 
with a gorgeous woman." Friya said during dinner, while sweeping her hair behind 
her ear. 

"Don't worry. Tyris and 1 are barely acquaintances. Also, 1 never remained alone with 
her, so my reputation is safe." He replied with a sneer. 

"Son of a..." Friya didn't like her joke being turned against her and punched him on 
the shoulder. Pain radiated from her wrist the moment her fist struck him. She had 
hit softer brick walls. 

"1 noticed that you didn't bring any member from your guild with you to the Church 
of the Six. We could have used some help." Lith said. 
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"I know, that's why I had them waiting outside in the case things got out of our 
hands. I couldn't risk them meddling with your play. They would see Protector's 
beast form and your holograms. 

"As much as it pains me to admit it, 1 don't trust them with my own secrets, let alone 
with yours or those of your friends." She sighed. 

"They could have panicked or tried to blackmail the two of you. If there's something 1 
learned during the last year, it's that it's better to hire mages from minor academies 
rather than those from the great ones. 

"The former never got the opportunity to learn a specialization, so they are full of 
hope and ambition. People like Wyra are loyal and grateful for the opportunity to 
gather merits. 

"Once she gets enough, she can join the Mage Association and search for a teacher. 
The latter, instead, are bitter because of their failure at learning any specialization, 
dimensional magic, or even Crystalsmithing. 

"Very few of them have the confidence to study again on their own and their 
wounded pride prevents them from asking for help." 

"By the way, what was that golden light you used? That guy was huge and used that 
strange magic, yet you handed his ass to him." Lith asked. 

"How the heck did you have the time to pay attention to my fight? Do you have eyes 
even behind your head?" 

"1 was just looking out for you." Lith lied. Solus could see all around them and then 
share her memories once a crisis was resolved. 

"That was one of the dimensional spells 1 created. Even during our time at the 
academy, 1 knew 1 could never be a Healer as good as you or Quylla, nor a Mage 
Knight as good as Phloria. 

"I'm very good at my specializations, but I'm aware I'll always be the Vaster of our 
group. Instead of moping, 1 realized that 1 wasn't called 'Master of Space' for nothing. 

1 had my own thing and did all 1 could to get good at it. 

"Now I'm a full fledged dimensional mage, like Professor Rudd." Friya was brimming 
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with pride. To her, dimensional magic was just like her guild. 


Friya was tired of being second in everything she did. She wanted to carve her own 
path thanks to her talents. Even though the jury was still out on the guild, Friya was 
certain that dimensional magic would become her true field of expertise. 

She was explaining to him the effects of Dimensional Ruler, leaving Lith wondering if 
he would be able to handle such a spell, when the butler entered the dining room. 

"Regent Verhen. Lady Ernas. Please forgive my intrusion. Your friend is back and he 
is asking for you." He said while giving them a deep bow. 

Most of the house staff was so grateful to both of them for saving the city and their 
jobs that they treated them better than their own master. 

"Let him in and bring another serving." Lith had yet to finish speaking when Ryman 
walked through the door with an embarrassed look on his face. 

The butler did as instructed and left them alone. 

"Did Selia kick you out again or did you just miss me too much?" Lith asked. 

"Neither. 1 forgot to give you your enchanted items back." Ryman took out both the 
mace and the pseudo Skinwalker. 

"You can keep them. You already have imprinted them, plus they are just failures." 
Lith dismissed the issue with a wave of his hand. 

"Also, 1 need a favor." 

Lith nodded for him to continue while Ryman sat at the table with them. Ryman 
looked at the great number of silverwares near his plate with wonder. He took a fork 
and a knife at random, making Friya giggle. 
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CHAPTER 585 
LOST AND FOUND (1) 


"I need a ride back home. Xedros, the Lord of the Kellar region, must have gone away 
for some important reason. He isn't home nor he answers his amulet. Can you help 
me, Scourge?" Ryman asked. 

Xedros the Wyvern was actually laying on the side of a mountain with most of his 
bones broken. Tyris had decided to spare his life, but that didn't mean she was 
willing to let his act of defiance go unpunished. 

Not only did her fist crush Xedros's body, but it had also tampered with his life force, 
making it impossible for him to heal with Invigoration. It would take him days to fix 
the damage his life force had suffered and months to get back to his peak condition. 

"Yes, don't worry. 1 was going to visit you and Selia anyway." Lith said. 

The army didn't need their help often, so the three of them spent most of their time 
relaxing and sharing pointers about magic. Friya had many things to teach them 
about dimensional magic, whereas Lith had a lot to teach them about everything. 

"How the heck did you learn the basics of all the specializations?" Friya had shed 
blood and sweat to train her three specializations. 

"You have your guild, whereas 1 have no life." Lith shrugged. 

Three days later, Lith and Protector left Zantia. Friya was sad to see them go. 
Protector's kindness reminded her other father, Orion. It didn't take her long to 
grow fond of the wise yet socially awkward Emperor Beast. 

The two of them Warped until they reached the nearest mana geyser. 

"Why are we here? 1 thought we would take a Warp Gate." Protector asked. 

Lith didn't reply as Solus changed to her tower form, allowing them to get inside. 
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"It's bigger than I remembered it." Protector looked around the familiar yet unknown 
place. 

"What do you mean? It's your first time in here. I expected you to at least be 
surprised." Lith asked. 

"Your memories, remember?" Protector tapped the side of his head with a forefinger. 

"Well, I bet you don't know about this." Lith snapped his fingers and a slight tremor 
spread along the tower. The space around them stretched and deformed as they 
crossed thousands of kilometers in a heartbeat. 

"By the Great Mother." Protector recognized the ah too familiar Trawn woods. 

"I can't let the army clerks register ah of my movements. If I had to vouch for you to 
let you use a Warp Gate, the Griffon Kingdom would easily guess your true identity. I 
don't have many friends and most of them have free access to Gates." Lith said. 

"Thank you. Solus." Protector gave her a deep bow, making her blush. 

"I hope you get a body soon. Fire and stone are not enough to express who you truly 
are. Whoever did this to you either loved you so deeply that they couldn't stand the 
idea of losing you or was a heartless monster." 

"You're welcome. Protector." Solus regretted that she could not show him her 
physical appearance. She considered Ryman to be one other oldest friends, just like 
Lith did. 

'I only have one secret and I'm already sick of it. I don't know how Lith manages to 
keep so many of them and honestly, I don't care. I want to come clean with him' She 
thought. 

Ryman's home was just a few hundred kilometers from Lutia. It took them just a few 
minutes to Warp to their destination. When Lith saw Selia, her physical appearance 
shocked him. 

She was supposed to be in her late-thirties, yet she looked even younger than the last 
time he had seen her. She seemed to be barely past her twenties. She was still 1.7 
[5'7"} meters tall and her skin was tanned from the years of long exposure to the 
sun. 
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Her black hair was now longer, reaching her shoulders and giving her a more gentle 
look. She wore a leather hunting jacket over a green shirt, green cargo pants, and 
brown hunting shoes with a soft outer sole, to limit the noise made while she moved. 

Lith could tell by her round belly that she was over six months pregnant. Her sharp 
eyes and rough attitude hadn't changed though. 

"It's about time!" She snarled while giving the children in her arms to Protector. 

"Do you have any idea how hard it is to chase around those two pests while I'm 
bloated like this? Make yourself useful and fix us something to eat while we entertain 
our guest." 

Her eyes became much kinder when she looked at Lith. 

"Oh, gods! 1 would have never expected that the famished runt that once came 
begging at my door for help would get so tall. Give aunt Selia a hug. Scourge!" She 
extended her arms and embraced him before he could even answer. 

"Scourge?" Lith asked. 

"Ryman never calls you Lith and 1 think that Scourge is a fitting name for a great 
hunter." She replied while not letting him go. 

The house was a mess. Toys were left around on the carpets and furniture. Most of 
the walls had been scribbled on, and Lith could see the traces of Selia's efforts to 
scrub them off. 

Yet it wasn't the chaos reigning in the hallway which gave him the second shock in 
less than ten seconds from his arrival. Their home was almost identical to his own. It 
even possessed most of the enchanted home appliances he had made over the years. 

"Selia, 1 missed you so much. Especially at Nana's funeral." He returned the embrace 
the moment he snapped out of his reverie. 

"1 missed you too." She sobbed due to the joy of their reunion and the hormonal 
roller coaster she was experiencing. 

"It's all that wolf's fault! 1 wanted to come to your graduation, but he said no. That 
the time wasn't right and all that cheese." Selia wanted to swear, but she had learned 
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the hard way how fast children would copy their parents' bad habits. 


"1 don't want to sound rude, but how can you look like this? Why does the house look 
like this?" He asked when she released him from her embrace. 

"It's all thanks to your memories." She gave him a big kiss on the cheek. 

"Not only did you save that wolfhead's life, but you also taught him more about the 
world and magic than he could ever achieve on his own. 1 asked him to do for me 
what you did for Elina and to make all the cool stuff you do." 

Balkor's attack had happened during the third trimester of his fourth year at the 
White Griffon, giving Protector most of his knowledge about regrowing limbs. 
Forgemastering, dimensional magic, and even magic crystals. 

"1 can't do all the things you can, but at least 1 know the basics." Protector squinted 
his eyes and used a small blast of darkness magic to clean the walls. 

The moment Ryman let them down, Lilia and Leran ran towards Lith. They were 
respectively 4 and 2 years old. With Ryman's red hair and Selia's sharp eyes, they 
were the spitting image of their parents. 

They seemed to be curious about him, but instead of asking questions, they sniffed 
him for a while before shapeshifting their hands and bare feet into claws to better 
climb his legs. 

"No claws with the guests! Get down immediately!" Selia's pants were riddled with 
holes. Now Lith could understand why she was so edgy. If Aran had magical powers, 
Elina would have gone insane without his help. 
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CHAPTER 586 
LOST AND FOUND (2) 


"I can believe my memories gave him an edge, but knowing and doing are two 
different things. Where did you find the mana crystals to make those things? They 
seem to be made with true magic." 

Lith projected one of his little brother's favorite fairy tales to keep the children busy. 

"As 1 already told you, after almost dying at the Valor's hands and receiving your 
memories, 1 understood how lacking my magical knowledge was. As soon as Selia 
and 1 settled down in our new home, 1 searched for a teacher." Protector said. 

"Just like humans, beasts too don't spread the secret of Awakening unless it's strictly 
necessary to keep the balance among the races. The law is very strict, you can't even 
Awaken your own children if you aren't willing to put your life on the line for them." 

"What do you mean?" Lith had no notion of the social rules among the Awakened 
ones. 

"You are responsible for those you share our secret with. If your disciple breaks any 
law, you pay the consequences along with them. Since Awakened ones have a long 
life, only after a century is the bond between master and apprentice considered 
broken. 

"It's never hard to know who gifted who with Awakening, since no one gives such a 
gift freely. Also, when the Council captures a criminal, they can be very persuasive." 

Ryman's words made Lith think that Jirni would feel at home in the Council. 

"Don't you want to be Awakened, Selia?" Lith asked. 

"Honestly, 1 don't know. 1 prefer a good life to a long one. Not to mention that 1 should 
start to study magic and 1 never had a good relationship with books. 1 don't know 
how long Ryman has left to live. 
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"To me, outliving both my husband and children is a fate worse than death." She 
ruffled the kids' hair. They were two little angels now that they had stopped 
destroying the house and she wasn't forced to chase them around. 

"Unlike humans, however, we don't hide our identity. 1 found my master, Faluel the 
Hydra, simply by asking the magical beasts of the Distar Marquisate for directions. 
Convincing her to teach me wasn't easy. 

"A disciple takes a lot of time and effort. Being an Awakened isn't enough to be 
accepted by a master. You have to prove to be reliable, talented and to have an 
affinity with your future teacher. Because of your influence, 1 was interested in 
learning about healing and forgemastering. 

"1 had to prove my worth by doing ah kinds of jobs for her for almost a year before 
she took me in." 

"A year? 1 wouldn't have lasted that long. During that time, 1 completed half of my 
studies and I've made a lot of connections within human society." Lith said. 

"An Emperor Beast wouldn't have taken you anyway. Back then, you were just a 
human. Even Scarlett considered you a dangerous anomaly. Faluel would have 
probably chased you away, if not worse." Ryman shook his head. 

Selia was more interested in Lith's light show than in all that talk about Awakened 
and Lith's nature, which made him wonder. 

To Selia, Lith asked: "What did he tell you about me, exactly?" 

"After the scare he gave me with Lilia, 1 gave him only one condition if he wanted us 
to get back together. 1 demanded that there wouldn't be any more secrets between 
us. 

"He told me all about himself, but he only told me what he needed about you for his 
story to make sense. I'm fine with it and 1 never pried further. He never shared your 
secrets with me aside from you being an Awakened, how the two of you met, and 
what you did together. 

"Your parents are almost the same age as me. We grew up together in Lutia, so 
there's no chance one of them is an Emperor Beast. They would have never let one of 
their children suffer from hunger or illness as Tista did. 
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"I'm really curious, but if you don't want to tell, it's fine. Just consider that you are 
unlikely to find someone as open minded as me." Selia said pointing at Ryman. 

Lith hesitated, not knowing to which one of his two hearts he should listen to. On 
one hand, he was certain that Selia wouldn't be too shocked if he decided to show 
her his hybrid form. 

With an Emperor Beast for a husband and two little shapeshifting wrecking balls 
born from their love, she had proven to have an inhuman tolerance for weirdness. 

Yet they hadn't seen each other in a long time. 

She had helped him a lot before he entered the White Griffon, but they had never got 
that close. He had never willingly revealed his hybrid form to anyone except for 
Phloria. 

Showing it to Selia before he showed it to his family or Kamila, made him feel bad 
about himself. 

"Thanks for the offer, but I'll pass. For now." Lith said. 

Selia dismissed the issue with a shrug and fell asleep shortly after. Her body was 
aptly trained to rest as soon as the kids allowed her to. 

"What kind of jobs did Faluel ask you to do?" 

"Many things. I had to kill rogue magical beasts, human hunters that kept harming 
her forest, and sometimes even deal with Abominations." 

"It sounds like she was making you do her job for her." Lith said. 

"Mostly, yes. Each task was actually a test to see if I could be trusted with more 
power. Not all of those she pointed me at deserved to die. Humans are more complex 
than beasts. They are so grey that most of the time it's really hard to tell if they are 
bad or just desperate." 

Lith had the impression that Protector was now talking about him. 

"After winter has passed, come find me. I'll introduce Faluel to you. She seemed to be 
very interested in your Wyrmling form and she is an invaluable teacher. Even with 
your memories, I wouldn't have been able to do any of this without her help. She 
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provided me both the materials and the mana crystals." 


Protector pointed at all the forgemastered marvels furnishing his house. 

"What's a Wyrmling?" Lith asked. It wasn't the first time he heard that term. 

"A hybrid between one of the draconic species and something else. She thinks you 
are one of them because of your scales and because you can use Dragon Fire." 
Protector replied. 

"1 can use what now?" 

"Maybe you know them as Origin Flames. You know, the fire you breathe from your 
mouth? Not everyone can use them, which makes them special." 

"Do you know why?" Lith couldn't believe his luck. He might have found a proper 
Awakened teacher and learned about Origin Flames, all in one day. 

"Sorry, no. Not even Faluel can use them, so the first time she mentioned them to me 
was before sending me to Zantia." 

Lith spent the night at Ryman's home. He studied the pseudo cores of Ryman's 
creations to appreciate the difference between his own results as a self-taught with 
those of someone who had a master. 

'It seems I'm really talented at Forgemastering. My work is in no way inferior to 
Protector's.' He thought. 

Before leaving, he exchanged communication runes with Protector and Selia. He also 
gifted some of his toys to the kids. He had prepared a new set of fairy tale projectors 
and miniature models. 

They were shaped like mages and magical beasts and could emit light of different 
colors as if they cast different spells. Lith could always make more and Selia needed a 
way to keep them busy when Ryman was away. 
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CHAPTER 587 
FANNING THE FLAMES (1) 


"Will you go back to Lutia now?" Lith asked, hoping for a positive answer. 

"1 don't know." Selia bit her lower lip. 

"I'd love to get some help and company. Living in the middle of nowhere is really 
tiring, but 1 have to endure it for the kids. I'll think about it as soon as they 
understand that they can't shapeshift in front of strangers." She sighed. 

Selia and Lith exchanged a long hug. She made him promise to come back before the 
end of winter. 

"Remember that we are your friends, not just a deadline. If you come back only for 
the lizard. I'll never forgive you." 

After saying their goodbyes, Lith used the Tower Warp to get back to the north and 
reach Belius through the army's Gate. He needed to leave enough traces of his 
passage that people would never wonder where he disappeared to from time to 
time. 

'1 would love to work on my Forgemastering, but my talk with Kamila is long 
overdue. 1 can't delay it any longer without giving her a good reason. 1 can't just fit 
her into my spare time, 1 need to make time for her.' He thought while knocking on 
her door. 

It was early enough in the morning for her to still be at home, but not so late that she 
had to rush to work. Lith had the keys to her apartment, but he wanted to surprise 
her. 

He rang the bell several times before he could hear an angry voice coming from 
behind the door. 

"Look, pal, whatever you sell. I'm not buying. 1 was in the middle of breakfast and..." 
Kamila choked on her words after looking through the peephole. 
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"I swear, this is the last time I will surprise you. This is not how 1 pictured our 
reunion." 

The door opened abruptly and Kamila hugged him tightly for a few seconds, making 
sure he wasn't hurt. 

"How did you get here so fast? 1 wasn't expecting you here before noon." She asked. 

Lith didn't reply. He silently stood there, returning her embrace. He had missed her 
warmth, the scent other hair, and even the sound other voice. The difference 
between speaking with her and her hologram was like heaven and earth. 

"Is it too much to ask for a 'welcome home' and a kiss?" Lith's words made Kamila 
blush. He had just referred to her house as his own, as if to ask if he could live with 
her. 

"Welcome home." She said before dragging him down to reach his lips. 

"Come in. 1 want to hear all about Friya and Ryman." Kamila had no need to ask him 
about the events in Zantia because she already knew them from his daily reports. 

She was more interested in learning about his never before mentioned friend. 

They had breakfast together, while Lith told her how he and Protector had met and 
how he had become his magical father figure. He always referred to him as a vagrant 
mage. 

Exposing his identity as an Emperor Beast could endanger his family. Ryman had not 
betrayed Lith's secret and he was willing to do the same for him. 

"Did you really fight together against your first Abomination when you were just 
twelve?" She asked. 

"Yes. My parents learned about it only a year later." 

"That man is crazy, bringing a child to fight that kind of monster." No matter how 
much enthusiasm Lith used when reminiscing about all the times he had fought or 
hunted alongside Protector. 

To her, he was just a nutjob who had endangered Lith's life multiple times. 


traitorAIZEN 358 I 415 



"Without me, the Trawn woods would have been destroyed and maybe Lutia razed 
to the ground. He's not crazy. If we had never met, I would have probably died 
fighting the Abomination alone." Lith said. 

"You can keep trying to make it appear heroic later. I'm almost late for work." Kamila 
put her jacket on, giving him a last kiss before going to the door. 

"I would love to have lunch together, but I barely have ten minutes at random due to 
overtime. I'll be back for dinner. I want you to promise me that when I arrive home. 
I'll find you here and that you will not risk your life today." She grabbed the handle 
without turning it, waiting for his reply. 

"I promise. Are you ready for our big talk?" Lith asked. 

"I was born ready." She blew him a kiss and left the apartment. 

'Not risking your life is a big promise. What are we going to do all day? Sitting on a 
couch' Solus chuckled. 

'I'm not tired. I had plenty of time to rest during the last few days. The materials I 
have requested should have already arrived home. Time to Forgemaster us a few 
new toys.' 

Lith used Delius's Gate to get to Derios, the capital of Distar's Marquisate, and then 
Solus's tower Warp to arrive directly in the Trawn woods. 

His parents were overjoyed to have him back home. They showered him with 
affection and rebukes. 

"This is becoming disturbing, son." Raaz said. 

"Why are you only getting missions where you risk your life at least once per day?" 

"Tm the Ranger in charge of one of the most dangerous regions in the north. Dad. 
Not the captain of the sewing club. High risks mean high rewards. Speaking of 
rewards, I was expecting a few crates. Have they arrived already?" 

"Yes, dear. I've stored them for safekeeping" Elina handed him several dimensional 
rings. 
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"Are you eating properly? It seems that stress has made you lose weight. Maybe you 
should change your career plans." 

"Please, Mom, Kamila is already bugging me. She says that I endanger my life like she 
changes her clothes. I don't need to hear the same song from you and Dad." 

"You should listen to her. Kamila is a judicious woman. Will you have lunch with us?" 

Lith nodded in reply and then he and Elina came out of their home to pass the crates 
from her dimensional rings to his pocket dimension. After that, he went to the village 
of Lutia to meet with Zekell Proudhammer. 

He was the village blacksmith and Rena's father-in-law. He had insisted that both 
Rena and his granddaughter, Leria, kept the Verhen last name, making them Verhen- 
Proudhammer. 

Lith's name was the best sword and shield any sane man could ask for. 

"What can I do for you, dear Lith?" Zekell loved all the privileges he had acquired 
through his son's marriage and was always eager to help Lith however he could. 

"I need to make me a few items out of Orichalcum. Do you know how to process it?" 
Lith asked. 

"No. I never heard about it outside of legends." 

Lith took out the first crate and a booklet about Orichalcum. 

"I gave it a read. It doesn't seem much different from silver. Is it as easy as it seems?" 
Lith was so used to learning things with Soluspedia that every second that Zekell 
spent reading the booklet seemed to last an hour to him. 

"We can give it a try. We'll need a few ingredients for..." 

Lith opened the crate, revealing that the ore had been delivered with all the 
necessary items for its treatment. 

"Okay, then we just have to wait for the furnace to reach the right temperature. I'll 
reread everything again while we wait." 
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Wait. Lith hated that word. It usually implied wasting time he could use to do 
something else. 

It took him less than a minute to pulverize the ore with magic, another few minutes 
to prepare the rest of the ingredient, and then he could only stare at the flames. 
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CHAPTER 588 
FANNING THE FLAMES (2) 


Lith already had a copy of the booklet inside Soluspedia, so he had no need to review 
the procedure again. Zekell had put some dirty silver ore inside the crucible to check 
the temperature of the furnace. 

"Is it a problem if 1 use magic to speed things up?" Lith asked. 

"Be my guest, but remember that metals can evaporate. Finding the right 
temperature could require even more time since 1 know nothing about magic and 
you know nothing about metals." Zekell shrugged without taking his eyes off the 
booklet. 

Lith sighed. 

'Even Fire Vision could be useless without proper knowledge. 1 need to start 
practicing now, or I'll need months to create even a single item. Here goes nothing.' 
He thought after checking that no one was looking. 

Lith's throat became covered in black scales as he breathed Origin Flams inside the 
furnace. The blue magic flames overpowered the normal yellow ones, spreading an 
eerie light. 

"What the heck have you done?" Zekell jumped off his chair, trying to save the 
situation. 

The crucible, the coal, the silver ore, everything but the stones was engulfed in blue 
flames. Zekell took out the crucible using metal tongs, but even those caught fire. He 
kept his cool and took the crucible out of the furnace before splashing the tongs in a 
bucket of water. 

"Is this normal?" Lith asked, pointing at the flaming crucible. 

"No, it's not. You should've... Oh, gods!" Zekell couldn't believe his own eyes. 
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His old, trustworthy tongs seemed now to be made of two different parts. One was 
blackened with dirt, time, and use, whereas the extremity that had been eaten by the 
flames was slightly smaller than he remembered it. 

He touched it with his fingers, he even hit the anvil with them to make sure of his 
findings. 

"This doesn't make sense. 1 get that your flames destroyed the dirt, but this? The 
metal seems to have been purified several times." 

"What about this?" Lith used spirit magic to have the crucible float in front of Zekell. 

The crucible was shiny as if someone had spent hours polishing it and the silver ore 
was reduced to a small clump of metal. 

"By the great hammer! I've never seen such pure silver. This is bad." Zekell said. 

"Why bad? Isn't the purer the better?" Lith asked. 

"If you want to make an ornament, yes. If you need it for something that has a 
practical use, impurities aren't all bad. Pure metals are a myth. Sometimes, you have 
to add impurities to obtain the right balance between hardness and softness. 

"Too much of the former and the final result will be brittle, too much of the latter and 
it bends just by looking at it." 

Lith had his doubts, but he couldn't experiment with Origin Flames in the presence 
of witnesses. He spent the rest of the morning with Zekell, learning how to smelt the 
Orichalcum and how to turn it from as ductile as silver to harder than Damascus 
steel. 

The procedure was relatively simple. First, they picked a crucible big enough to 
contain quite some ore, but not so heavy that Lith couldn't easily lift it even when 
full. 

Zekell covered the bottom of the crucible with a special sand to prevent the ore from 
sticking, then he prepared a mixture of ore, wheat flour, lard, and ashes. The flour 
would provide the carbon for the oxidation of impurities and heat the metal from the 
inside. 
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The ashes served for both the oxidation and to make the impurities clump together. 
Much to Lith's surprise, the lard was used to help the ore form an ore bar and to help 
build up the heat. 

Once the crucible was filled with the mixture, Zekell covered its surface with more 
ash, sand, and sytium. The sand would prevent the metals from volatilizing, whereas 
the sytium was a substance necessary to keep the silver and the Adamant in the ore 
together. 

They put the crucible inside the furnace and Lith used magic and Fire Vision under 
Zekell's supervision to spread the heat evenly until the ore looked like honey with no 
lumps of un-molten material. 

After pouring the liquid into a dry mortar, the ore quickly solidified into an upper 
part made of slag that looked like colored glass and a lower part made of metal. They 
separated the metal from the slag and repeated the process until it was pure. 

Only then did they add the last ingredient, Darkestkhan. It would let the Adamant 
saturate the silver, giving the metal ingot the properties of both metals. 

After they had treated a few batches of ore, Lith noticed that it was almost lunchtime. 

"Can we stop here? 1 need you to make me a few more things." Lith asked. 

"Isn't it a bit late for that? You should have told me way earlier. Without a mold, 
there's not much 1 can do and you didn't give me enough notice to prepare anything." 

"Do you still have the mold for the silver hammers you made me some time ago?" 

"Sure. Do you need a hammer?" Zekell was surprised by his request. It couldn't be a 
weapon since Lith only used swords, nor something merely decorative. It would've 
been a waste of Orichalcum and Lith was as thrifty as Zekell was. 

"More than one. 1 need to enchant them and failure is likely. 1 also need a chain mail 
and chausses made of Orichalcum. The shape doesn't matter. I'm going to make a 
better Skinwalker Armor." Lith said. 

Zekell had enough time to prepare a couple of hammers for him, everything else had 
to wait. Zekell would first finish purifying the rest of the Orichalcum and then work 
on the items Lith had requested. 
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'Orichalcum is definitely different from other metals.' Solus thought. 

'Indeed. It's much lighter and durable than any of the hammers we have used so far.' 
Lith had struck Zekell's anvil with it several times, yet the metal didn't bend nor did 
it get scratched. 

'Not that. 1 mean that it has a very thin mana flow of its own.' Solus's words shocked 
Lith. 

He activated Life Vision, noticing that Solus was actually wrong. 

'It's not really a mana flow. Orichalcum seems to be able to draw the world energy 
and channel it. There's no life force nor mana core.' Lith used Invigoration to put his 
hypothesis to the test. 

He discovered that he could now see inside the metal like it was a living being and 
even spot the residual impurities within. 

'1 wonder why we didn't notice that with Zolgrish's forge. Orichalcum is just silver 
and Adamant, whereas the forge he gave us is made of pure Adamant. It makes no 
sense that Orichalcum has better properties than Adamant.' Lith thought. 

'Probably because we were both blinded by all the magic stuff stored inside his lab. 
The place was about to blow up, we didn't have the time to use Invigoration on the 
forge. Plus, after we escaped, we never took it out from our pocket dimension. 

'Right after leaving Jambel we came to Zantia. We simply had no chance to give it a 
second look.' Solus replied. 

'It seems we have so much work to do and only 20 frigging days at our disposal.' Lith 
thought. 
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CHAPTER 589 
NEGRO FORGE (1) 


Lith swung the Orichalcum hammer in his hands to check its balance, making Solus 
green with envy. She yearned to put her hands on it, but as long as she kept her 
ability to take physical form a secret. Solus could only watch. 

Aside from being entirely made of Orichalcum, the hammer wasn't much different 
from the carpenter tools with a nail slot Zekell sold in his shop. It consisted of two 
parts: a straight shaft to hold it and the head. The head featured the actual hammer 
and the claw. 

"The design is really poor." Lith sighed. In none of the stories he had read as a kid did 
an enchanted item seem like it came out of a WellMert. He was solely interested in its 
properties, but the mundane look of the hammer made it underwhelming even for 
him. 

"With no mold at his disposal, there wasn't much Zekell could do. Since we just have 
to perform experiments, we'll worry about the shape last. Solus, can you make me a 
blacksmith lab?" 

"Give me a moment." She replied, making the tower rumble for a few seconds. 

A new door appeared in the basement. Behind it, there was a perfect replica of 
Zekell's workshop. Lith nodded in approval and looked at his pocket watch. He had 
six hours before he had to be at Kamila's place. 

"Okay, no time to lose. First things first. Let's check out our Forge." 

Solus took the Adamant Forge out other pocket dimension, allowing both of them to 
appreciate the vigorous flow of world energy it induced in its surroundings. The 
Adamant was like a magnet for world energy. 

No matter how good a mana conductor the Adamant was, it couldn't contain an 
indefinite amount of energy. Once it was saturated, the constant stream of new world 
energy would force the old one stored inside the metal to come out, generating an 
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artificial mana flow. 


It was a phenomenon very similar to Invigoration, when Lith made the world energy 
course through his body without absorbing it. That way the world energy wouldn't 
nurture his mana core, but it would replenish his mana and bring his body back to its 
peak condition. 

"This is interesting. What if Adamant is just one of the many metals that don't exist 
on Earth? What if it's a metal capable of using some kind of Accumulation to refine 
itself over the centuries until it becomes Adamant?" Lith wondered. 

He placed his hand over the forge and used Invigoration on it. Just like for the 
Orichalcum, he could see inside the block of metal as if it was a living being. To him, 
the forge appeared as if it was made of light, with very few impurities inside of it. 

The impurities were thin black veins, tainting the otherwise pristine element. He 
attempted to take control of the Adamant's mana flow to expel the impurities, but 
they refused to budge even by a single millimeter. 

Not even Solus's power, boosted by her tower form managed to do any better. They 
couldn't risk damaging it, so they put it back inside their pocket dimension and took 
out a new crate of Orichalcum ore. 

"Tm really curious to see if Zekell is right. Maybe with Origin Flames we can skip the 
smelting phase and obtain Orichalcum faster." Solus proposed. 

Lith put the ore inside a crucible and made his throat turn into his hybrid form. 

"Wait a minute!" He choked on his flames and burned his own mouth. 

"Everything in the tower is part of you. Did you make the crucible or craft a real 
one?" 

"1 made it." Solus's wisp shuddered. With the Origin Flames' power, she had been 
seconds away from a world of pain. 

After Lith made a makeshift crucible from clay with earth magic, he put it inside the 
furnace and breathed a small jet of Origin Flames. The crucible held, but Lith could 
see it getting thinner, forcing him to add new clay that would immediately ignite as 
well. 
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Solus had to use a few arrays to keep the flames in check and prevent them from 
attacking the furnace too. 

"Origin Flames are hungry little critters. If I'm not careful they would spread 
everywhere." She said. 

When the fire went out, the results were appalling. The clay had turned into high 
quality ceramic, which was useless to them, whereas the over 10 kilograms of ore 
had disappeared, leaving only a few droplets of silvery metal. 

"The good news is that's pure adamant. The bad news is that there is so little that 1 
can't even make a ring out of it. Sure, if 1 sacrifice a few crates 1 could get an Adamant 
ring, but to what end? 

"1 have no blueprint for powerful rings, it would only be a waste of precious material. 
1 don't know how much Orichalcum we'll need to make the improved version of the 
Skinwalker armor. 10 kilos is already a huge hit." Lith sighed. 

"Let's work on the hammer, then." Solus said. 

Their aim was to Forgemaster a tool that would improve all of their future works. 

The idea was based on their studies on true Forgemastering when they were still at 
the White Griffon academy. 

Back then, Lith had been forced to use a hybrid technique using both fake and true 
magic to Forgemaster his creations, but now he could rely solely on the latter to step 
up his game. 

During his research, he had devised two possible ways to create superior magical 
items with true Forgemastering. The first required him to shape the pseudo core 
outside its future recipient and then merge them together before creating the 
necessary mana pathways to make it permanent. 

The second one, instead, would have him create both a small pseudo core and thin 
mana pathways at once. Lith had to infuse both of them with more energy until they 
reached the desired size. 

Each method had its pros and cons, at least on paper. 

By creating a complete pseudo core, Lith had all the time he wanted to shape it with 
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surgical precision and charge it with enough energy to fuel the effects he wanted to 
achieve. 


The downside of such a method was that injecting such a big energy mass inside 
inanimate matter would encounter a lot of resistance and put a huge amount of 
stress on its recipient. 

If he wasn't careful, most materials would shatter due to a mana flow too strong and 
sudden for them to handle. To make matters worse, the pseudo core was likely to be 
deformed in the process, and fixing it would require injecting even more mana, 
adding even more stress on the material. 

Only then could Lith try to create the mana pathways necessary to stabilize the 
pseudo core. Too few and the mana would be dispersed, too many and the item 
would crumble. 

Creating a small pseudo core and mana pathways at the same time, instead, would 
allow Lith to pile up the mana inside its recipient one bit at a time. It would give him 
the opportunity to not exceed the limits of the chosen material and fix any errors he 
might make in the early steps during the later stages. 

The main problem of this method was that any late mistake couldn't be fixed. Also, 
developing all of the mana pathways along with the pseudo core at the same time 
was very demanding in terms of mana and focus. 
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CHAPTER 590 
NEGRO FORGE (2) 


Lith had dubbed the two methods as Necro Forge and Bloom Forge respectively. 

The former followed the same pattern Lith used to create his lesser undead. Back in 
Zantia, his plan E involved keeping a perfect blood core at the ready along with 
Trouble's corpse. An undead Balor was the perfect way to beat numbers with raw 
power. 

Unfortunately, powerful corpses craved for the necromantic energies of a blood core 
and had no need for mana pathways, whereas inanimate objects rejected magic. 

The latter method was derived by Lith's studies on the growth of the pseudo cores of 
mana crystals and of the mana core of plants. Once again, the main difference was 
that inanimate objects had no core nor room for growth to begin with. 

"Let's start with Necro Forge." Lith said. 

With a bleeding wallet, Lith took two cyan mana crystals out of his pocket 
dimension. He couldn't use blue crystals for a mere test run, nor could he risk using 
weak green crystals and fail just because he was being a cheapskate. 

He used Invigoration to fill his body with mana, then he drew several runes in the air 
to perform the true magic version of Bonding. It was a tier five Forgemaster spell 
that was used to fuse together mana crystals and items before enchanting the latter. 

Once fused with inanimate objects, mana crystals would grant them a mana 
circulatory system, of which they were the literal beating heart, and an innate mana 
flow akin to a living being. 

Each rune produced a mana filament as thin as a hair that would go through both the 
hammer and the mana crystals, bringing them closer and closer at each passage until 
they became one. The three objects started to float in mid air, orbiting around each 
other like triplet stars. 
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Lith had performed this process countless times. Each one of the magical home 
appliances or toys he made was fueled by mana crystals. He would consume low 
quality materials, make his family happy, and gain a lot of experience. 

Three birds with one stone. 

Then, it was time to create the pseudo core with Necro Forge. Even though Lith was a 
master at energy manipulation, shaping a complete core was something that only an 
Awakened could do. 

Cores looked like spheres of energy, but they were so much more. Thanks to 
Necromancy, Lith had learned that a blood core defined how strong the undead 
would be, if it would retain any memory or conscience, and even the abilities they 
would be born with. 

Creating a core, no matter if it was a pseudo or blood core, was akin to creating a 
whole living being. 

'The purpose of the hammer is to act as a temporary vessel for my mana. The 
problem of Forgemastering is that the stronger the spell you want to infuse an item 
with is, the greater the amount of mana that you need to succeed. 

'If the maximum amount of mana a Forgemaster can handle is 100, their limit is a 
spell with a mana cost of 99. With this hammer, my limit might expand up to 150 
while Forgemastering enchanted items. 

'It needs a simple but powerful pseudo core with the sole purpose of storing mana.' 
Lith thought. 

He shaped the pseudo core to resemble his own, but without all the complex 
patterns that linked it to his body. Thanks to Invigoration, Lith could look at his own 
mana core anytime. 

Whenever he spotted a mistake or an imperfection, he needed but a thought to 
correct it. Next came the hard part. 

Even though Orichalcum seemed to accept the pseudo core as a thirsty man yearns 
for spring water, even with the mana vessels creating a complex system capable of 
evenly distributing the incoming energy mass, Lith felt the core distorting the 
moment it made contact with the hammer. 
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The Orichalcum allowed magic to circulate almost freely, but the energy signature of 
the crystals rejected the foreign mana the pseudo core was made of. It was like 
transplanting an organ from a random donor and then beating the patient's body 
into submission to prevent graft rejection. 

Lith took things slow and easy. He pushed the pseudo core slowly into the hammer 
to have the time to spot and correct any deformation as soon as they formed. At the 
same time, he flooded the hammer's mana vessels with his own mana. 

It reduced the resistance the core encountered by both weakening the opposing flow 
and improving the affinity the Orichalcum had for Lith's mana. The process required 
an enormous amount of energy that only an Awakened using Invigoration could 
afford. 

Once the core was at the center of the mana circulatory system, Lith created the 
mana pathways. With each pathway he completed, the two different kinds of mana 
started to freely flow into each other until they merged into a single entity. 

When the process was over, Lith was covered in sweat. 

"1 just want to take a bath and sleep. 1 used Invigoration so much that my entire body 
aches. The silver lining is that the procedure succeeded." Lith said. 

"Well, imagine how hard it would have been without me fueling the magic circle in 
your stead. This is just a prototype, so 1 wouldn't count my chickens before they 
hatch." Solus said. 

"Why so negative? Everything went smoothly and now all we have to do is to use the 
Orichalcum hammer to Forgemaster something to check its performances." 

"1 suppose we could do that. You always have a lot more time when you are single." 
Solus said while making the pocket watch float in front of Lith. 

"Six-thirty already? Why didn't you tell me earlier?" Lith blurted out. 

"We were in the middle of a six and a half hour experiment. 1 don't think you would 
have gracefully thanked me if 1 made you lose your focus." 

Lith had barely the time to imprint the hammer to check if it worked, take a quick 
bath to wash away the stench of sweat, sulfur, and all the smelly stuff he had used at 
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the smithy before Warping for his life to get to Kamila's home. 

"Thank my paranoia for cleaning her apartment before leaving and for storing all the 
dishes from our favorite restaurant in my pocket dimension before starting my 
experiments." Lith said to himself while he set the table and made all he could to not 
make it evident that he had just arrived. 

Even though he had used Invigoration after the bath, he needed to use it again to 
stop panting. He was at his second breath worth of energy when he heard the key 
turning and the door opened. 

'Seven sharp. Kamila really is a military woman. 1 never thought the day would come 
where 1 would wish for my girlfriend not to be on time.' Lith thought. 

Kamila looked at the dim lights and the steaming food on the table with a radiant 
smile. She put her military cap on the coat hanger in the hallway before asking to 
Lith: 

"You are here, so you kept at least half of your promise. Did you risk your life today?" 

He thought about it for a couple of seconds before answering. 

"No. Worst case scenario 1 would have wasted a lot of money and materials." 

"Then you kept your promise and made my day." Kamila put her arms around his 
neck before giving him a passionate kiss. 
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CHAPTER 591 

TWO STEPS FORWARD AND ONE STEP BACK (1) 


"You're really sweet, but you didn't have to prepare so much stuff. We are going to 
have a big talk, not a romantic date." Kamila said. 

She would have liked to take a shower and change her clothes, but Delius's arrays 
made it impossible to use dimensional magic. Once outside the pocket dimension, 
the food would get cold. Even if Lith could reheat the delicacies with magic, they 
would still lose part of their flavor. 

"We haven't seen each other for so long that we might as well make it a date. My past 
is ugly, a bit complicated, and with a sprinkle of mortal danger, but it's all in the past. 
You aren't going to break up with me, are you?" Lith's paranoia got knocked into 
twelfth gear, making her laugh. 

"Gods no. 1 would be a monster to do something like that after how 1 welcomed you 
back home this morning. It's just that 1 know a lot of bad things happened when you 
were at the academy. To be honest, 1 have a gloomy story to tell as well." Kamila 
sighed. 

"Do you want to go first?" Lith asked while pouring her one of Maekosh's finest 
beers. 

"No way. I've waited too long for this. You first." 

Lith told her about his early days at the White Griffon academy and how he had 
unpleasantly met those who he now called friends. He was surprised to discover that 
once he removed the magical jargon, there wasn't much to tell. 

At least until he talked about Kandria's plague first and then Balkor's attack. Kamila 
wept when she learned about Protector's struggle against death to entrust his last 
words and love to Lith. 

She had to stop eating to hug Lith when he explained exactly what saving Protector's 
life had cost him in the end. 
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Kamila still didn't like the idea that Ryman had endangered Lith's life so often, but 
after realizing how deep their bond was, she started to like him simply because of his 
love for Lith. 

"Okay, that's enough for now." Kamila said after Lith finished telling her about his 
fourth year. 

"I've used a lot of tissues for Balkor already. If we get to Nalear, 1 don't think 1 would 
have the strength to continue our conversation." They had been finished eating for a 
while, switching from beer to red wine. 

"1 really need to wash my face, but at this point, 1 might as well take a shower. I'll slip 
into something more comfortable while I'm at it. Go easy with the wine. 1 don't want 
to find you asleep when 1 get back." Kamila said. 

As she closed the bathroom door, Lith moved the dirty dishes in the kitchen, dimmed 
the lights, and shapeshifted the Skinwalker armor from a uniform into the black suit 
they often used for their romantic role play. 

Then, he took the dessert out of the fridge. 

'Gods, 1 really didn't miss this part. See you later.' Solus grumbled while she cut their 
mind link and hid in a corner other own mind. 

Unfortunately for Lith, Kamila did slip into something more comfortable. A loose 
shirt and pants she used when she was home alone. Even her hair was fixed in a 
makeshift bun. 

"Pervert! 1 told you 1 had a sad story to tell. How could your mind go straight to sex?" 
She wanted to sound angry but she failed to repress her silvery laughter. 

"Shower plus 'something comfortable' equals sex. Math never failed me before." Lith 
said without even trying to hide his disappointment and making Kamila laugh 
harder. 

"You're incorrigible." She sat on his lap, embracing him and giving him a short kiss 
before going back to her seat. 

"Is it better now?" Kamila asked. 
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"Can you at least keep your hair down?" Lith turned up the lights. 


"No. 1 want to make sure that you listen to my words instead of staring at my face." 
She chuckled. She actually needed quite a bit of willpower to prevent herself from 
skipping the conversation and going straight to bed. 

Talking about Zinya was sad, painful, and somewhat embarrassing for Kamila. Not 
because other sister's handicap, but because what she had to ask from him made 
her feel vulnerable. 

Also, Kamila knew how the request would sound to Lith's ears. Like an attempt to 
exploit him. No matter his answer, she knew that by simply speaking those words 
their relationship would change. 

She was afraid because when things changed in her life, usually it was for the worse. 

'It would be so easy to avoid the topic and pretend that nothing's wrong. These last 
weeks have been so hard, always thinking about how 1 can help Zinya in case she 
decides to divorce. 

'Being overworked and lonely only made things worse. 1 missed him a lot and now 
that Lith is back, 1 only wish to cling to him and lose myself in his embrace. Yet it 
would mean running away from a problem 1 don't want to face. 

'Zinya has already suffered for too long. If 1 don't do anything for her, now it wouldn't 
be because I'm helpless, but because Tm an egotistical coward.' She thought. 

Kamila told Lith about Zinya, this time in detail. She explained to him her sister's 
current predicament as a prisoner in her own house, the cheating, the domestic 
abuse of her and the children, everything. 

Lith's eyes turned into fiery slits brimming with mana as Zinya's story reminded him 
more and more his own family from back on earth. His father, Ezio McCoy, among his 
many flaws was also a cheater. 

Back when Lith's name was still Derek, he had once found an e-mail his father had 
sent to his lover, where he had professed his love to her and her children. Lith had no 
idea why they had later broken up, but he never stopped resenting his father for 
giving his affection to someone else's kids while he treated his own so badly. 
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His inner turmoil drew Solus's attention, who quickly returned fearing something 
really bad had happened. 

'Dammit, that was unexpected.' She thought after checking Lith most recent 
memories. 

"There's no need to get angry." Kamila had no way to understand the rage in Lith's 
eyes. She misunderstood it as aimed at her for trying to exploit his magic with a sob 
story. 

Lith's reaction hurt Kamila deeply and made her think that, if he believed her 
capable of such a thing, he must've had a low opinion other. 

"Tm not asking you to do it for free. 1 have enough money to cover even Manohar's 
fares." Her voice was calm but cold, like when she spoke to Lith as his handler 
instead of his girlfriend. 

"Wait, what? I'm not angry at you. I'm angry at that f..." Lith then demonstrated to 
have an extensive vocabulary and a venomous tongue. The streak of insults lasted for 
several seconds. 

The teaspoon in his hand was now reduced to a small ball of metal. The twisted 
metal was both a source of shock and relief for Kamila. Relief because it proved to 
her the sincerity of his words and indignation. 

Shock because she knew Lith was strong, but she had never witnessed how strong 
he actually was. 

"As for the treatment, 1 can't make you any promises. Body Sculpting is a very 
complex discipline and 1 haven't practiced it ever since 1 quit my job as Assistant 
Professor. Worst case scenario. I'll find you an expert." Lith said. 
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CHAPTER 592 

TWO STEPS FORWARD AND ONE STEP BACK (2) 


"Don't worry, both Zinya and I know a lot about it." Kamila held Lith's hand, moved 
by his words. Usually, healers had god complexes. Hearing him admitting his own 
limits was proof of how seriously Lith was considering the matter. 

"The real problems will be convincing her to get treated and dealing with her 
husband." 

"1 can assure you the latter will not be an issue." Lith had a psycho killer smile that 
gave Kamila the creeps and forced Solus to step in. 

'You are Lith Verhen now, not Derek McCoy. You have no known reason for a personal 
vendetta against that kind of man. You are scaring Kamila out other wits.' She 
thought. 

Lith snapped out of his bloody daydreams and noticed his girlfriend's distress. He 
took a deep breath and wore his best mask for the occasion. 

"Sorry, 1 got carried away. Still, dealing with a dirtbag is easy, but if the patient 
doesn't want to be treated, there's nothing 1 can do." He said. 

Kamila sighed in relief. He was back to being the person she knew and loved. She 
even felt flattered that he would take her sister's situation so personally. 

"1 know. That's why 1 want you two to meet. Maybe Zinya will change her mind if she 
knows that her Healer doesn't think other as just a number on his personal record. 
Are you free tomorrow morning?" She asked. 

"For you. I'm free the whole day." 

"1 wish. I'm in the middle of a bad case, 1 had to beg my supervisor just to get a few 
hours leave. Once we are done with Zinya, 1 have to rush back to work and we will 
not see each other before dinner." Kamila's shoulders slouched. 
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She had long since dreamed of becoming a Royal Constable, yet between the training 
and the fieldwork, she was already missing her job as an army handler. The pay was 
average and the work repetitive, but at least it usually left her quite a bit of free time. 

"Then go to bed, you need some rest. I'll join you as soon as I'm done with the 
kitchen and a long, cold shower." Lith said while plates and cutlery floated in mid air 
to be cleaned by a mix of soap, water, and darkness magic. 

"Thank you very much. You have no idea how much freeing my sister from that 
monster's clutches means to me." She said while hugging him tightly from behind. 

'1 know it all too well.' Lith could feel his rage trying to manifest outside his mind, but 
he kept it at bay and said: 

"There's no jury in the world that would convict me if 1 pounced on you now. It 
would be a clear case of self defence." 

"Pervert." Kamila chuckled as she gave him a good night kiss before disappearing 
into the bedroom. She really did feel very tired, but the worst thing was that things 
had already changed. 

'Whatever 1 do. I'm afraid that Lith might think that I'm bribing him with sex or 
sweet talk. Gods, I'm so happy he agreed to help us, yet Tm so scared about how 
things will turn out.' Kamila's stomach was churning out of stress. 

Meanwhile, Lith took a very cold shower to calm his nerves. The idea of facing a man 
who resembled his first father made his blood turn into magma. 

'You did well not suggesting to her that you should kill this Fallmug guy. 1 think it 
would have scared her to death. Remember that a lot of people have a problem with 
your switch personality.' Solus thought before asking: 

'Why are you taking so long with the shower?' 

'To give Kamila the time to think and me an excuse to think she is already asleep. 

This is not how 1 pictured my first date with her after my return. This is damn 
awkward.' Lith thought. 

Lith was regretting both his earlier attempt at seducing her and his stupid sex jokes, 
but back then he had no idea Zinya's situation was that bad. He thought it was just an 
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unhappy marriage. 


'Tomorrow I'll need your help to not leveling the neighborhood.' 

'Don't worry, we'll deal with this problem like we always do. Together.' Solus thought. 




The following day, city of Xylita 

Lith and Kamila reached the Sarta Household in a matter of minutes after walking 
through the city Warp Gate. His flight spell brought them quickly to their destination. 
Xylita wasn't located in the Kellar region nor the Distar Marquisate, so Lith had no 
authority as a Ranger nor as a Baron there. It was the reason he was wearing the 
deep green robe that identified him as a Great Mage. 

Power was something that even the most stupid people respected. 

"You have no idea how much I'd like you to go full Othre on them, but I can't afford to 
play the hero. Whatever we do, it will be Zinya that has to pay the consequences." 
Kamila said after looking at Lith's stern face. 

He was wearing the same expression he had while fighting Thrud's meat puppets 
and even though it wasn't aimed against her, his bloodlust was almost tangible. 

"Don't worry I came here to visit a patient and kick ass. And I'm all out of patients." 
Lith replied making her laugh. 

Kamila stepped forward and knocked on the door. It was her problem, so it was up to 
her to face it. 

Vylna, the housemaid and current mistress of the master of the house, was surprised 
seeing Kamila come back so soon. Her expression turned into a smug grin as she 
prepared to repeat to Kamila her master's words. 

Then, she went pale and choked on her rehearsed speech, leaving Kamila 
flabbergasted. 

"I'm back to see Lady Sarta." Kamila said while wondering why the housemaid stood 
there with both her eyes and mouth wide open. 
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She had no way to know that a huge mass of spirit magic was slithering around the 
housemaid, making it hard for her to even breathe. The pure and unbridled killing 
intent it was imbued with made the experience utterly terrifying. 

Lith's eyes returned to normal when Kamila turned around to check on him. 

During that short moment of respite, Vylna's survival instinct took the wheel. 

"Please, come in. Lady Sarta is in the tea room, like always." She handed Kamila her 
master key. 

"Thanks. You don't need to accompany us. 1 know the way." Kamila walked double 
time, eager to check on her sister. Yet Lith remained behind, never averting his eyes 
from the maid's even when the door suddenly closed behind him by itself. 

"1 usually don't prey on the weak. It's cruel and pointless since you have nothing 1 
want. Yet if you stand in my path, if you do anything to harm those close to me, 1 will 
end you." Lith raised his hand slowly as if he was about to grab her throat. 

Vylna was paralyzed by fear, almost suffocating due to the mana that pressed on her 
from every side. 

"Feel free to eavesdrop or call your master. Becoming a Great Mage means receiving 
a Royal Pardon. All 1 need is a good reason to use mine." Those words sent a hot 
liquid trickling along Vylna's legs. 

It wet her shoes before forming a stain on the carpet. 
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CHAPTER 593 
OVERLAPPING IMAGES (1) 


A royal pardon was a get out of jail free card for any crime not punishable by the 
death penalty. The Crown granted a few of them every year to their most loyal 
servants for their outstanding results and becoming a Great Mage was one of them. 

As Vylna realized the mortal danger she was in, tears filled her eyes, forcing her to 
blink. When she opened them again, Lith had disappeared as if she had been talking 
to a shadow the whole time. 

"Please, be nice to her. Zinya went through a lot and 1 think that bastard of Fallmug 
might have taken it out on her after my last visit. Let me do the talking." Kamila said, 
too worried to notice that she was alone. 

"Don't worry. You lead and I'll follow." Lith Blinked behind her. Thanks to his 
enhanced senses, he had no problems hearing her words from a distance. 

Kamila unlocked the door, hating that house more with each passing second. The tea 
room was exactly as she remembered it. A mix of order and hypocrisy. 

The white sofas and armchairs looked like they had never been used. The center of 
the hardwood table in the middle of the room had been carved out and replaced by a 
crystal slab. 

The vases decorating the room along with white cotton doilies were still there, yet all 
the flowers had disappeared. Zinya was sitting on the same chair she had used 
during Kamila's last visit. 

Her face was turned toward the sunlight coming from the glass paneled east wall, as 
if she was looking at the sky. 

"Zin, Tm back." Kamila said. 

"Kami, you shouldn't be here. The last time Fallmug was so enraged by how you 
strong-armed Vylna to enter the house that now he doesn't buy me flowers anymore. 


traitorAIZEN 382 I 415 



Why do you insist on making my life miserable?" Zinya said. 


Her voice was filled with sorrow and it cracked before she could finish her phrase. 

"Don't say that, Zin. You have always been a terrible liar. What did he do to you?" 
Kamila ran to her sister, hugging her. They both wept, bringing to Lith's mind the 
memories of when he and Carl did the same after one of them had suffered a heavy 
beating. 

"Forgive me, Kami. 1 didn't mean those things. 1 just want to hear my children again." 
Memory and reality overlapped as the ground trembled. 

'For a moment, 1 hated her because she reminded me of my mother. Always whining 
about how giving birth ruined her life and blaming us for Ezio's behavior. When she 
accused Kamila, 1 thought she meant it, but she had just been instructed on what to 
say.' He thought. 

"He beats her legs so that even if they have guests, they won't notice the bruises. 
That's why she didn't stand up during your last visit." Lith said with a stone cold 
voice as he turned around. 

Kamila noticed his gesture and lifted Zinya's gown up, revealing many black and blue 
spots shaped like a horsewhip. 

"How did you know?" She asked, her voice full of shock and fury. 

"My brother, Orpal, would do the same thing to me when 1 was a child." 

Kamila lowered Zinya's gown, allowing Lith to get close to her. 

"Zinya, this is Lith Verhen, my boyfriend. Lith this is Zinya, my sister." 

"Nice to meet you. Do you mind if 1 heal you?" Lith needed all the help Solus could 
give him to take the edge off his voice and not raze the house to the ground. 

"The pleasure is all mine. As for the healing, please help me." 

Lith chanted some quick gibberish before placing his hand on Zinya's shoulder and 
using Invigoration on her. All of her bruises and injuries disappeared. He found some 
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poorly healed fractures and fixed them too while he checked her condition. 


"You really are as good as Kami says. It's been ages since I've had no difficulties 
breathing." The naive happiness she expressed while blurting out the gravity of the 
damages her ribcage had suffered, made Kamila go pale and Lith grit his teeth. 

'This is wrong. No one should be happy just because they stopped suffering. That's 
not life.' Lith thought. 

"1 have bad news, Kamila. Zinya's problem doesn't lie in her eyes. She completely 
lacks the optic nerve." 

"The what?" Both sisters asked. Most Healers knew nothing about anatomy, let alone 
laymen. 

"It links the eyes to the brain. Without it, one cannot see. It's a big problem, like 
missing a whole arm. 1 hoped your sister's case would be simple, but for something 
like that, 1 need to consult an expert. 

"1 won't mess with Zinya's brain until I'm 100% sure 1 know what I'm doing." 

"1 never said 1 want to be treated!" Zinya's voice was full of fear. 

"Really? Do you want to stay here? With that man?" Lith was angry, but Zinya wasn't 
afraid of him. His outrage wasn't cruel like that other husband. It sounded more like 
a fellow victim who had yet to give up on hope. 

"He took your children away from you, your legs, and your sister. How long will you 
allow him to feast on your soul?" Nonetheless, his words hurt. Tears streamed down 
Zinya's face again and Kamila put herself between them. 

"Zin, 1 know I'm asking a lot of you, but please, reconsider your decision. Lith went a 
little overboard, but he isn't completely wrong. Before you had no choice, whereas 
now Tm offering you one. 

"We have waited for a long time, but things only got worse. Fallmug got worse, his 
violence always escalating. I've lived the past few years afraid of receiving a call 
telling me that you died at his hand. 

"If you can't find the strength to do it for yourself, do it for the kids and for me." 
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Kamila said. 


"I know you're right, Kami, but I'm too scared. What if Lith fails? Even worse, what if 
he succeeds?" Zinya asked. 

"We'll think about it when the time comes. Right now, all I need is your consent. I 
need to know that you are willing to fight this battle with us." 

"Be honest with me, Kami. Is this world really worth fighting for? Or is Mogar just 
full of misery? I never understood how people like me can be born just to suffer 
whereas people like Fallmug are free to destroy everything they touch without 
suffering any consequences. 

"I'm too old and too tired to fight, Kami. It's not worth it." Zinya shook her head. 

"Yes, Mogar is unfair. Every world is unfair." Lith said with a stone cold voice. 

"The only way to survive is to make life unfair in your advantage. If you don't fight for 
yourself, no one will." He placed his hands to the sides of Zinya's head, activating two 
tier five light magic spells. Scanner and Chisel. 

He used the tendrils of mana that Chisel created to connect the life force of her brain 
with that of her eyes, using mana as a temporary conduit. Zinya's pupils moved 
around the room as light and colors flooded her vision. 

"Zin?" Said a beautiful woman in front other. Zinya couldn't believe her own ears, the 
woman sounded like her sister. She raised her hands, touching the woman's face and 
recognizing her on the spot. 

"Is that really you Kami?" Zinya asked. 

"Yes, Zin. It's me. I've brought you your favorite flowers." Kamila took a bouquet of 
fresh silver wattles out other dimensional amulet. Their vibrant scent filled her nose 
and their color was a marvel to her eyes. 
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CHAPTER 594 
OVERLAPPING IMAGES (2) 


Zinya started to cry again, but this time out of joy. She even appreciated her 
newfound vision turning blurry because of tears. Anything was better than the 
eternal night she had been trapped in. 

"Zin, only you can decide if Mogar is worth fighting for. Even at your age, there are so 
many things you can still experience. There are so many things that 1 want to share 
with you. 

"1 won't force you to do anything, just know that no matter your choice. I'll always be 
by your side." Kamila said. 

Zinya turned her head to look at Lith's face. She didn't know much about magic, but 
she had guessed that the moment he removed his hands from her head, she would 
lose her sight again. 

"Your trick is quite the low blow. How can 1 say no after you showed me all this? 

After seeing the pain and anguish in Kami's face? Yet I'm grateful you did it. I've been 
stuck in this cage for so long that it had trapped even my mind. 

"If you think you are likely to succeed, l^^^d be grateful to have you as my Healer. 
You are the first man I've ever seen, so 1 have no idea if you are handsome or not. Yet 
the way Kamila describes you fits like a glove. You're terrifying and kind at the same 
time." Zinya said. 

"I'll take that as a compliment. If there's one thing you have to learn, it's that in life 
there's no such thing as a low blow. Only victory or defeat. Prepare yourself for my 
next trick." Lith conjured an ice mirror in front of Zinya, to allow her to look at her 
own reflection. 

"Is this my face?" She said. 

"I'm so pale and thin. 1 must look terrible." Zinya moved her eyes from the mirror to 
Kamila, trying to make a comparison. 
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"Believe me, for someone in your situation, you look gorgeous." Kamila said. 


"1 just wish the children were here. I'd give everything to see them, even just once." 
Zinya sighed. 

"First things first." Lith took a piece of paper out of his pocket dimension. 

"This is the legal form that grants me the status of your personal Healer. I'm aware 
you are illiterate, so you can just draw an X where Kamila points you to. Then, we'll 
need three witnesses. Kami?" 

Kamila ran out of the room with a huge smile on her face. 

'1 can't believe Zin accepted to be treated so fast, nor that Lith would bring a legal 
document that grants him the authority to protect her. This is all too good to be true.' 
She thought while knocking on the neighbor's doors. 

It took her less than a minute to come back with two men and one woman. They all 
signed the document and then Kamila showed Zinya how a X was shaped. 

"Just a few words before you leave." Lith said while never leaving Zinya's side. 

"If you think even for one second about going back on your word and denying that 
you have signed the document, remember this. The moment you do that, you'll 
became my enemies and I'll treat you as such. 

"If anything happens to Lady Sarta, I'll hold you responsible of it in front of the Law 
and the Mage Association." 

His voice was calm, yet the three started to shake uncontrollably. Lith wasn't using 
killing intent so that he would not scare Kamila, but his gaze was more than enough 
to scare normal humans to death. 

There was no warmth in his eyes, just a silent promise of pain. They nodded and 
gave him a deep bow, their heads almost touching the floor before rushing out of the 
door. 

"Tm sorry, but 1 can't keep the spell up any longer without the risk of hurting you. 
Your body can't handle so much mana at once." Lith said, waiting for Zinya to nod 
before he interrupted his spells. 


traitorAIZEN 387 I 415 



Since everything had been settled in a matter of minutes, they had the time to enjoy 
a tea with some pastries together. Kamila loved seeing her sister real smile, instead 
of the fake one she had worn during her last visit. 

Seeing Zin eat and talk so much filled her heart with happiness. All of her questions 
about their personal lifes, especially as a couple, not so much. 

'Oh gods! I've never introduced one of my boyfriends to her before. This is so 
embarrassing.' She thought while Lith dodged a question about having children. 

When they left, Kamila was still on cloud nine. There were so many things that she 
wanted to tell Lith, but there was no time. He had to Warp them to the city's Warp 
Gate to ensure that she was not late for work. 

"I'll see you tonight!" She said with a radiant smile before leaving. 

Lith called the greatest expert of Body Sculpting he knew. Professor Zogar Vastor. 

"What a pleasant surprise, Lith. What can 1 do for you?" Vastor replied immediately, 
as always. Unlike Manohar, he often did freelance jobs and unlike Manohar, he was 
reliable. 

Lith has learned everything he knew about Body Sculpting from him and he had seen 
Vastor perform miracles with that spell. Lith explained the situation to him and 
requested his help. 

"1 would be glad to help, but you caught me in a bad moment. The Academy is about 
to open and Tm swamped preparing my lessons and filing old paperwork. Can you 
wait for a couple of days? 1 should be free by then." Vastor said. 

"Yes, of course. Thanks for your help Professor. I'd like to show you the patient's 
status. 1 think it might help you understand her problem." Lith placed his amulet on a 
table and started to focus. 

He conjured a real size hologram of Zinya's head, peeling off one layer at a time until 
only the eyes, the brain, and the skull remained. 

"Good gods. That's almost as good as visiting the patient in person. Almost." Vastor 
said while recording everything to look at it later in detail. 


traitorAIZEN 388 I 415 



"It's a difficult case indeed, but it's treatable. I'll send you all the reading material my 
assistants can find. The rest I'll explain to you in person." Vastor hung the call. 

Lith informed Kamila and then went back to Lutia. 

'I've done all I could for Zinya. I've even alerted the local authorities to her situation 
and added her to my patient list at the Mage Association. I've a lot of free time until 
evening, time to try Bloom Forge out.' He thought. 

Zekell was still smelting the first batch of Orichalcum, so there wasn't much else Lith 
could do. He wanted to test both the Forgemastering techniques he had created 
before working on the new Skinwalker Armor. 

'One of them is bound to be better than the other. Another thing I could do is a 
replica of Orion's cloaking ring. That way Solus and I could move separate ways 
when necessary without anyone noticing her.' 

'Excellent idea! Yet isn't an Orichalcum ring wasted for a single spell?' She asked. 

'No, if it allows us to make a better and more powerful ring that completely hides 
your life force. Safety is priceless.' 

Once they got back inside the tower, Lith took out the second hammer and 
performed the Bonding spell to fuse it with two cyan magic crystals. Only when the 
mana circulatory systems of the hammer had stabilized did the real Forgemastering 
begin. 
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CHAPTER 595 
BLOOM FORGE (1) 


Bloom Forge was the polar opposite of Necro Forge. 

Instead of creating a perfect pseudo core from the start and merge it with its host, 
Lith would create a small pseudo core and the mana pathways necessary to prevent 
it from dissipating at the same time directly inside the hammer. 

It was supposed to require less focus and mana compared to Necro Forge. The mana 
pathways would allow Lith's energy to mix with that of the mana crystals during the 
Forgemastering process. 

It would reduce the resistance that the pseudo core experienced when interacting 
with the mana vessels, and by starting small, all mistakes Lith might make could be 
tweaked as he shaped the core. Bloom Forge was far from perfect, even in theory. 

Lith had already predicted that the more the Forgemastering process progressed, the 
more difficult things would become. Neither the pseudo core nor the mana pathways 
could exceed their ideal form. 

Bloom Forge had a threshold past which any mistake would mean an unredeemable 
failure. 

Necro Forge's difficulty peaked at the very beginning of the Forgemastering process, 
when Lith was at his prime, and decreased as the pseudo core merged with the item. 
Bloom Forge, instead, would start easy and become harder with every step. 

The second issue was that taking care of the pseudo core and the mana pathways at 
the same time would require a lot of focus from Lith. Since he would only grow more 
tired with time, he would face the most delicate steps while he was at his weakest. 

"Are you ready. Solus?" Lith asked. 

"Ready. Commencing power up of the mana circle." The space around their Forge 
was surrounded by a blue pillar of light. It was made of the world energy Solus 
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extracted from the mana geyser below them. 


Lith positioned the Orichalcum WellMert hammer on the center of the obsidian table 
that was his Mana Forge and then placed his open hands at the sides of the 
hammer's shaft, so that his palms each touched a mana crystal. 

He used true Forgemastering to create a pseudo core the size of a pinhole and 
several mana pathways as thin as hair. At the same time, he activated Invigoration to 
check the development of his experiment and be able to look at his own mana core, 
using it as a blueprint. 

'So far it's much easier than 1 expected and better than Necro Forge.' Lith thought. 

'1 just need to take things nice and easy. The core has already started to exchange 
mana with the crystals, making it easy to expand.' 

By simply taking his time, Lith discovered that developing the core was the easy part. 
As its energy grew, so did its affinity toward the hammer. The process required a 
steady flow of mana, but it would not encounter any resistance. 

Giving the core the right shape was quite difficult, instead. The lack of resistance 
made it so that the slightest slip of the mana would create a bump or a dip, making 
the pseudo core defective. 

To make matters worse, if he developed the mana pathways too slowly, the core 
energy would disperse. If he developed them too fast, the mana coming from the 
crystals would flood the core and deform it. 

Lith used his knowledge of mana cores to find a workaround. He would treat the 
pseudo core as a developing mana core and the mana pathways as its host body. He 
would first grow the core until it gave signs of instability. 

Then, he would strengthen and enlarge the pathways until the pressure they exerted 
almost compressed the pseudo core. At that point, he would focus on the pseudo 
core again, rinse and repeat. 

'Bloom Forge is even slower than Necro Forge, but it allows me to enhance the 
power of single enchantments better. Necro Forge, instead, is limited by the massive 
resistance it encounters during the early steps, but by shaping a complete pseudo 
core from the outside, it allows me to harmonize multiple enchantments.' Lith 
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thought. 


'It seems it's quality versus quantity.' Solus pondered. 

'For now, yes. Consider that so far, we only created one of the simplest pseudo cores 
for the hammers. We have yet to see how the hammer itself changes the rules of the 
game.' 

By the time the second hammer was ready, Lith was once again covered in sweat and 
tired from the repeated use of Invigoration. The only reason he was still able to stand 
was thanks to his bond with Solus. 

The mana geyser empowering her would also send energy coursing through his 
body and grant him uncanny recovery abilities. He was still hungry, though. 

"Damn, I skipped lunch. It's a good thing that yesterday I had a full night's sleep, 
otherwise my experiment would have failed." Lith said. 

He took a quick shower before consuming a full course meal and napping for an 
hour. Before using either of the hammers, he needed to rest enough to let 
Invigoration bring him back to his peak condition. 

Ever since Lith had refined a blue core, he would absorb world energy through his 
nose and skin with every breath, like a much slower version of Invigoration that 
didn't lower his max energy cap. 

Also, as long as he was inside the tower, the effects of the mana geyser would make 
him both physically and magically stronger. The two combined effects made it so that 
even a single hour of sleep would greatly rejuvenate his body. 

Solus spent that hour weighing and caressing the hammers. They were quite ugly, yet 
everything about them was oddly familiar to her. Lith had already imprinted them 
with his mana, but she could use them because their bond made their energy 
signatures almost identical. 

"By my maker, I wish there was something, anything, I could Forgemaster." She 
sighed. 

"Unfortunately, with a deep green mana core I'm too weak. I can manipulate the 
energies of the tower and those from the geyser, but they are not my own. I want to 
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infuse my essence, using anything else would be pointless." 


She took the adamant Forge out other pocket dimension, hitting it with the 
Orichalcum hammer in frustration. The silvery sound they emitted scratched at the 
wall in the back other head, the source other recently found memories. 

She froze, staring blankly into space. Then, she hit the Forge again as the echoes of 
the impact caused her body to shiver and purple flames to fill her mind. Another hit 
made her remember something. 

A delicate hand inside a black glove, holding a much better looking silvery hammer 
with its surface covered in runes of power. There was something she was working 
on, but it was blurred beyond recognition. 

Something silvery as well laid between the hammer and the blurred object. Purple 
flames danced inside a furnace, but Solus couldn't distinguish any of its features. The 
furnace was too far and it became more distant by the second until she snapped out 
other reverie. 

Solus hit the Forge multiple times, but the memory was lost once again and no 
matter how many tears she shed or how much effort she put into hammering, 
nothing could bring it back. 




When Lith woke up, he was still very tired, but now Invigoration had recovered part 
of its effectiveness. He found Solus to be quite dispirited despite their earlier success. 

"Is everything alright. Solus?" He asked. 

"No." 

"Do you want to talk about it?" 

"Not now, thanks." 

Lith decided to not pry further. After reassuring Elina he had missed lunch only 
because he had been engrossed with his work, he went to Zekell's blacksmith. 
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CHAPTER 596 
BLOOM FORGE (2) 


"How nice of you! It's your second day leave and I haven't seen you except for 
collecting your packages and eating. Would it kill you to spend a few hours with us? 
Do I have to invite Kamila to have you grace us with your presence?" Elina wasn't 
happy with his time table and had no qualms rebuking him. 

'Now I understand why some mages become Liches. How am I supposed to spend 
time with my family, practice magic, help my girlfriend, and continue my research all 
at the same time?' Lith thought. 

'It's impossible. To achieve something, you have to sacrifice something else in 
return.' Solus said. 

'You can always ditch your duty as a Ranger and your loved ones. You just have to 
content yourself in becoming like Zolgrish, who has nothing but his work and a 
demented assistant.' 

Just the thought of it made Lith shiver. He was still fighting to keep his sanity and he 
knew that Solus's had been slipping for years. If he forced her to stay away from any 
form of human interaction, Lith knew that sooner or later she would snap. 

He walked to Lutia instead of Warping, to take a minute for themselves and 
appreciate the scenery. Winter in Lutia was about to end, but snow still covered the 
fields and trees. There was no one around, giving Mogar a peaceful appearance. 

When he reached Zekell's workshop, the blacksmith looked really tired. 

"Tm sorry, Lith, but even with Senton's help this is a massive amount of work. 
Smelting the Orichalcum is the easy part, same for the hammers since I can directly 
pour the molten metal into the mold. 

"The problem is the chain mail set. I've never worked on something so tough and I 
need time to get used to it. I can either work on the chainmail or on the smelting, not 
both." Zekell had bags under his eyes and a raggedy breath. 
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"Can Senton take care of the smelting while you create the chainmail?" Lith asked. 


"Yes, of course. 1 thought you'd want me to do it." Zekell knew that Lith was only 
interested in perfection. Senton had worked with him for over a decade, but the skill 
gap between them was still huge. 

"It's fine. Even 1 can do it, so 1 doubt someone like him will make any mistakes. How 
much chainmail are ready?" Lith asked. 

"Four, but their design is terrible. I'm ashamed of how bad they look, but 1 couldn't 
do better with so little time." Zekell lowered his eyes in embarrassment. 

"You are dead tired and four is plenty. Take the day off, 1 have 18 days of leave left. 1 
have all that 1 need for my experiments and 1 prefer perfect materials for my real 
crafts. 1 want you at your best. 

"Have Senton keep smelting, 1 have no idea how many times 1 will fail." Lith gave 
Zekell another crate and a few silver coins for his troubles. The blacksmith's eyes 
shined like stars, his body was full of energy again. 

"No seriously. Take a rest." Lith placed his hand over Zekell's shoulder to check on his 
condition with Invigoration. The blacksmith was on the verge of collapsing. 

Zekell nodded with a big yawn. A sprinkle of light magic had relaxed his muscles and 
burned the last shreds of stamina he had. Zekell was in for a long power nap. 

Lith took four horrible looking chainmail suits that looked like they had been made 
by a child assembling spare keychains and stored them inside his pocket dimension. 

'Eww.' He thought. 

'Enough is enough. We have to think about the design too.' Solus was outraged. Her 
pride as a craftsman was horrified at the idea of working on something like that. 

Lith was about to reply when his communication amulet drew his attention. 

"What is it now? This is the busiest leave ever!" He groaned noticing that it was 
Quylla's rune. 

"Lith how could you do that to me?" Her hologram looked quite pissed off. 
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"Do what? It seems I'm pissing off a lot of people these days so I need you to be more 
specific." 

"Don't get smart with me! Vaster told me everything since I'm his assistant. Why 
didn't you call me for help? You know I majored in Body Sculpting and I'm working 
my ass off in the field." Quylla said. 

"You are really cute when you're angry." Lith's reply managed to make her turn beet 
red from a mix of embarrassment and rage. 

"Jokes aside, the case is complicated. I believe in your skills, Quylla. You know I 
always considered you a genius, but I need the help of an expert. No matter how 
good you are, you have graduated a year later than me. 

"You have less than two years of practice. Even if you healed one person per day 
from then until now, you would be nowhere near Vastor's level of skill and 
experience. Messing with a person's brain is a serious matter and you know it." 

Quylla took a deep breath. As a friend, she felt insulted, but as a Healer, she could 
only agree with him. 

"Point taken, but after spending a week with Friya, how could you not even give me a 
call for a consult? I've only seen you for a single day over the last two years. I miss 
my best friend." Her last words struck at Lith's conscience, making him feel guilty. 

He also once again considered becoming a lich. 

"I'm sorry. Do you want to join the team? With your talent, you could spot any issue 
Vaster or I might miss. Maybe even find an easier way to treat Zinya." 

"I'd be honored to!" Her anger disappeared like a snowball thrown into the sun. 

"By the way, you absolutely have to teach me how to create holograms. The level of 
detail in the patient's model was astounding." There was a bit too much enthusiasm 
in her voice, making even Solus wonder if she missed Lith or his teachings more. 

"How is it going with Anathor?" Lith promptly changed the topic. 

"Oh gods, you remembered! Very well. He finally mustered the courage to meet my 
parents. I was starting to think he was just playing with my feelings, but it turns out 
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he was just scared. He almost fainted facing dad's gaze." She chuckled. 

"Glad to hear that, but don't lower your guard. He might still be a jerk. You deserve 
someone who treats you right, otherwise you'll end up with a jerk like my current 
patient." Lith Warped back to Trawn before telling her about Zinya's background. 

"Poor woman. Her situation couldn't be any worse. Between her husband and her 
condition, it's hard to tell which one is worse." She said. 

"Any ideas?" 

"Well, 1 read a lot of papers and 1 agree with your evaluation. Her case is as bad as if 
she was missing a part other spine. What makes this case difficult is that the 
problem doesn't lie in a malfunctioning part of her body but in the complete lack of 
it. 

"Creating an optic nerve is very dangerous. Things can go wrong when you create it 
and also when you link it to her life force. Both times you have to manipulate her 
brain. The slightest mistake could affect her personality, her memories, everything. 

"Asking Vaster for help was the best thing you could do. I'm forwarding you all the 
papers on similar procedures 1 found." 

Watching as the number of files appearing in his communications amulet rose into 
the double digits, Lith was glad to have such a dear friend. Quylla had done a 
thorough job, giving him everything he needed. 

He was also once again glad to have Soluspedia. He only needed to write all that stuff 
down with water magic to save himself two days worth of reading. 
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CHAPTER 597 
OVERPOWERED (1) 


Lith and Solus only needed a few minutes to put all the information Quylla had sent 
them on paper. After that, Soluspedia did the rest. Once something was stored inside 
of it, they knew its content by heart as if they had an eidetic memory. 

Lith and Solus discussed all the possible approaches to give Zinya sight, taking into 
account the degree of risk and chances of success involved in each procedure. 

'Even though none of those who have the fewest failures have shared their spells, 
they all described in detail how they work. Thanks to true magic, we can follow their 
lead and even combine their techniques together.' Lith thought. 

They spent a few hours using holograms to simulate the procedure. Lith created a 
replica of his own optic nerve while Solus would tweak and twist the hologram at 
random, to cause complications he had to deal with on the spot. 

All the while he actually used Scanner on both himself and Solus while using Chisel 
on the hologram. Triple casting tier five spells while keeping the hologram active 
proved to be quite tiring. 

"Dammit, this is hard. I've made over thirty attempts, succeeded twelve times, 
partially succeeded five times, failed eleven times, and killed Zinya at least four 
times!" Lith said. 

"Calm down. This is the first time we've dealt with such a complex case. You became 
too used to true magic that makes healing the impossible possible. Don't forget that 
you have been working non stop since you returned home. Follow your own advice 
and take the day off. 

"Tomorrow we'll practice the procedure until we are satisfied with the results. Now 
it's too late and you are too tired. There is less than two hours before you need to be 
at Kamila's place." Solus's wisp rubbed against his shoulder, spreading her mana 
around him in a warm embrace. 
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"I think you are right." Lith replied. 


"I'll take the day off as soon as I'm done with the Skinwalker." He Warped inside his 
Forgemastering lab, taking the WellMert hammer and the keychainmail out of his 
pocket dimension. 

He placed them over his obsidian Forge while Solus demonstrated her outstanding 
creativity in mixing English and common language insults to express her feelings 
about Lith's stubbornness. 

First, he used Invigoration to go back to what was now his peak condition. With just 
an hour nap and after practicing the medical procedure many times, Invigoration's 
effects wouldn't last very long. 

"Necro or Bloom Forge?" Lith asked. 

"Neither! Go to sleep dammit!" 

"Necro it is!" Lith said, making her emit a loud and unladylike groan. 

Lith had acquired the blueprints for the Skinwalker Armor when the Crown had 
elevated him to the status of Great Mage. They had even provided him with all the 
ingredients needed to make a new one. 

Yet only now that he also had the Orichalcum at hand did he have the opportunity to 
improve its properties. Tista had already received her own as a reward for her 
services in Othre, whereas the rest of the family had no need for it. 

Not after Lith had given them all of his Skinwalker prototypes and Forgemastered 
magical protections for them in the form of rings, bracelets, or necklaces. 

"Whenever people ask me why I joined the army, I always have to spew a bunch of 
lies about how much I love the Kingdom. The truth is that it's much better than the 
alternative. I get to rake in merits and rewards and get paid for it. 

"To obtain ingredients, I would be forced to travel Mogar with my own money and 
risk my life. On top of that, I would have to do a bunch of missions for the Association 
to obtain the blueprints. 

"This way, all expenses are covered and I get everything I need delivered to my door. 
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Every time I solve a mission, the army rewards me with ingredients commensurate 
with its difficulty. 


"Sure, usually they are not as precious as Orichalcum, but it would still be hard and 
expensive to get them on my own." Lith said while taking the ingredients for the 
Skinwalker out. 

It required the skin of a polymorphic monster species known as a Skinwalker, hence 
its name. It also needed a bit of slime goop as a stabilizer, powdered petals of Magma 
flower as a power core, and a Thunderbird's plume to boost the base material's 
defensive properties. 

Thunderbirds had sturdy feathers as hard as iron, and their affinity to lightning 
granted them a natural electromagnetic field capable of weakening most attacks. 

The last ingredient to Forgemaster a Skinwalker Armor was the pseudo core of a 
dimensional storage item that would be merged with those generated by the rest of 
the ingredients. 

First, Lith used the Bonding spell to fuse a blue mana crystal with the keychainmail. 

Then, Solus powered up the Forgemastering circle as Lith refined the ingredients 
one by one. The skin, the powder, and the feather were all flooded with his mana. It 
revived and amplified their magical nature while destroying their physical vessels. 

They produced a rainbow colored, a red, and a yellow pseudo core respectively. After 
Lith was certain that all the residual magical energy had been extracted from the 
ingredients and assimilated by the pseudo cores, he generated the last one. 

A Skinwalker Armor required a dimensional subspace to store the clothes that it 
would reproduce. 

Lith had Forgemastered countless dimensional items over the years, so he threw the 
dimensional core just a glance to make sure it was perfect. Lith raised his arms, 
bringing the four pseudo cores close to each other, until they started to emit sparks. 

At that point, he refined the slime goop. Slimes were incredible creatures, with 
amazing vitality and capable of adapting to any environment. The goop didn't 
produce another core, but a fine mist that filled the Forgemastering circle. 
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The mist harmonized the different energies of the pseudo cores, allowing Lith to 
merge them into one. Then the keychainmail and the pseudo core started to orbit 
around each other. 

The Orichalcum started to resonate with the mystical energy, making the pseudo 
core grow in size and power. 

'Fuck me sideways! That never happened before. It must be due to the interaction 
between the Orichalcum's artificial mana flow and the Thunderbird's amplification 
field.' Lith thought. 

He stimulated his own mana core, boosting its energies until his body started to ache 
from mana overloading. Solus called upon the energies of the mana geyser, filling the 
Necro Hammer with mana to allow Lith to exceed his limits. 

The armor rejected the pseudo core until Lith struck the Forgemastering circle with 
the hammer, producing a silvery sound. It released a deep blue burst of light that was 
captured by the circle and channeled into the ongoing spell. 

Lith's mana and willpower pushed the pseudo core inside the keychainmail, allowing 
it to overcome the resistance that the mana coming from the blue light produced. As 
soon as Lith was once again overcharged, he hit the circle a second time, generating 
another burst of light. 

With each strike, the merging process became easier and faster. 

'Dammit, 1 think we messed up. We created a pseudo core just as strong as the one in 
the hammer, but this time it's much more complex. 1 cannot regenerate it and 
continue the merging at the same time!' Lith thought. 

Solus stepped in to help him, but between keeping the hammer charged and 
powering the circle, her focus was already spent. They fought against the odds for 
half an hour before the pseudo core collapsed and the blue mana crystal shattered. 
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CHAPTER 598 
OVERPOWERED (2) 


"I can't believe that I've only worked on the armor for less than an hour and already, 
I'm more tired than after I crafted the hammer." Lith said while checking his pocket 
watch. 

"It's perfectly normal. The hammer required a single core, whereas this time you 
fused four cores of the same power together." Solus said. 

"Handling that kind of energy for an hour while repairing any deformation the clash 
between five different kinds of mana induced is far more difficult than working six 
and a half hours on a single core. By the way. I'm beat too. I need time to recuperate." 
Solus wheezed. 

Lith had never heard of a tower being out of breath, but he could feel the energy in 
the tower being somewhat diminished. 

"We'll continue tomorrow." Lith said. 

"What about Zinya's procedure?" 

"Fine! The day after tomorrow." 

"You have an appointment with Vaster scheduled for that day." Solus said, making 
Lith erupt in a streak of swear words. 

Lith went inside the bathroom for a long bath. He had over an hour of time and 
planned to make it count. He arrived at Kamila's early, using the time before she 
returned home to run simulations with Solus to understand how to compensate for 
the unexpected complication. 

'The boost the final pseudo core receives from the Orichalcum makes it impossible 
for us to succeed. What if we lower the output by 30%?' Lith thought. 

'It would be enough if we were using a single core. There's four of them, so you have 
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to take into account the energy necessary to keep them both merged and in the 
correct shape. I'd start with 50%. It leaves you enough mana in case another 
unexpected complication arises.' 

'50%? It's a waste of blue crystals, Orichalcum, and ingredients!' Lith rebuked. 

'Yeah, but so is another failure. 50% is a reasonable amount and allows us to test the 
waters. If we succeed, at least we'II have a starting point, whereas another failure 
would teach us nothing.' 

Lith pondered over Solus's words so hard that he completely missed Kamila's arrival. 
Seeing him brooding with a dejected look threw her into a panic. 

"Lith are you alright? Is everything okay with your family?" Knowing his talent at 
risking his life at least once a day, she was worried he might be hurt. She touched his 
shoulder, chest, and arms searching for injuries. 

"I'm fine and so is my family, don't worry." His answer only made her worry more 
since he kept staring blankly. Light magic could heal any kind of wound, however it 
would never heal the hit his wallet just took. Lith was almost grieving over his most 
recent failure. 

"Is it for Zinya? Is her situation so bad? Did Fallmug beat her or something?" She 
shook him, to force Lith to look her in the eyes while answering. 

"No, no, and no." He checked his communication amulet, just to be safe. 

"Then what's the matter? Speak to me, please" She asked. 

Seeing how worried she was for him, almost on the verge of tears, made Lith feel like 
a jerk. 

'I can't tell her I'm grieving for a failed experiment. She would think I'm a self- 
centered, stingy, idiot. Solus, analysis!' He thought. 

'If you ever plan to reveal to her at least as much as you did with Phloria, you can't 
hide your flaws. Just be honest with her. Besides, she already knows about the 
stinginess and you're not very self-centered.' She giggled. 

Lith told her the truth. She waited patiently until he finished expressing his gripes 
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before saying: 


"Idiot! You made me worry for nothing." 

'All according to keikaku.' Solus thought. 

"I'm really sorry about your materials, but the important thing is that nothing 
happened to you." She sat on Lith's lap, putting her arms around his neck before 
giving him a soft kiss. 

Lith returned her embrace and his arms ran along Kamila's hair and hips, making 
her arch her back in pleasure. They started to kiss with growing passion, forgetting 
all about their daily worries as electricity seemed to course through their skin every 
time they touched. 

"Is it better now?" She said. Her voice was a soft moan, making his morale rise 
among other things. 

"Very much." 

"I'm too tired to cook and I assumed it would be the same for you, so I reserved a 
table for us at the Velorian. We need to hurry, otherwise we'll be late." She said while 
standing up. 

She noticed his disappointed expression and quickly added: 

"It's barely seven pm, silly. We have all evening and night. We haven't had a date in 
weeks and I really miss your company. Would you have dinner with me? My treat, so 
you'll forget about your financial losses." She chuckled. 

"Tm okay going out for dinner, but not with you paying the bill." Lith replied and his 
stomach grumbled in approval. Even if it had been a failure, the Forgemastering 
experiment had drained his energy. 

"It's my treat, to apologize for giving you a scare. Also, it's not like saving a few 
copper coins can hurt after having already lost around twenty gold coins. That 
without taking the Orichalcum into account, since it has no market price." 

His words made Kamila choke on her laugh. Twenty gold coins was more than 
Manohar would ask to treat Zinya's blindness. A single gold coin was worth a 
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hundred silver coins. Even a Constable was paid in silver. 


The amount Lith described was enough to buy a house. 

"That much?" Suddenly his gloomy disposition was much more relatable. 

"Yes, but I'm likely to waste more. One has to fail a lot before succeeding." He sighed. 

The food was nice and the wine excellent. Lith told Kamila about Elina's griping abou 
this work schedule and her intentions of kidnapping Kamila if he didn't spend more 
time with his family. 

"Tell her that Tm a-okay with that. She just has to knock out my boss and Tm all 
hers." Kamila said. 

Between the cheery mood and Kamila's soothing presence, Lith was finally able to 
relax after weeks of unrelenting work, fighting, or training. His body felt light and the 
anxiety that had been clouding his mind during the last two days disappeared. 

'Man, I'm so glad we got out for dinner. 1 really needed a break.' Lith thought. 

'Yeah, 1 wonder where 1 heard those exact same words before. Oh yeah, it was me! 
You just didn't listen, like usual.' Solus was pissed off, yet she took note of all the 
ideas that were popping into Lith's now clear mind. 

"I'm sorry to ruin the mood, but 1 have to tell you." Kamila said. 

"What you did today for Zinya was amazing. 1 brought you with me because 1 wanted 
you to reassure her, but you did so much more. You gave my sister hope and even 
allowed her to see me for the first time. 

"1 can't thank you enough for that. I've never thought Td see Zinya so happy, it meant 
the world to me." 

"You're not ruining anything. When my sister was ill, 1 felt the same as you do." Lith 
said, giving her the strength to ask the question that had tormented her since 
yesterday. 

"Is everything alright between us?" Kamila asked. 
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"What do you mean?" Lith had no idea what she was talking about. 


traitorAIZEN 406 I 415 




CHAPTER 599 
OUTCAST (1) 


"I know how things must seem to you. That I dated you only to get a freebie for my 
sister. I never meant to hide how bad her situation is from you, it's just that it's not 
something I like to talk about. 

"1 wouldn't have even bothered you with it if you weren't the best Healer 1 know and 
now that I'm a Field Assistant Constable, 1 can afford the treatment. 1 can pay you, so 
nothing has to change between us. I'm not trying to exploit you." Kamila said. 

"Gods, my paranoia is really rubbing off on you. 1 never thought anything like that. 1 
too hid a lot of things from you. 1 know all too well how difficult it is to speak about a 
painful past. Only those who want to garner pity from others would speak of such 
things on a first date. 

"I'm glad that you asked for my help, because it means you trust me enough to share 
your burden with me. I'm even more glad to hear about all the silly thoughts running 
through your head, because it means you are not taking me for granted." Lith gently 
caressed her hand. 

'1 wish 1 was that strong. 1 have yet to tell her about my hybrid nature. 1 can't tell her 
about Awakening and true magic, but if things get really serious, 1 can't make the 
same mistakes Protector did.' He thought. 

"Thanks." Kamila sighed in relief, feeling her worries fading. 

"The thought that you might be doubting my feelings was eating at me since 
yesterday. To be honest, it's the reason 1 avoided to... you know." She said while the 
waitress brought them desserts. 

The conversation moved again to their respective day's work and silly anecdotes 
about their lives. When they went to Kamila's apartment, Lith was happy, relaxed, 
and most of all, sleepy. 

"1 had too much wine. I'll go take a quick shower to clear my head and I'll join you as 


traitorAIZEN 407 I 415 



soon as I slip into something more comfortable." Kamila said. 


'Tomorrow 1 have a full day and today I've used Invigoration so much that my entire 
body aches. With a full stomach and considering how tired 1 am, I'd better avoid 
making any advances. 

'Besides, things with Kamila will be awkward for a while, at least until we solve 
Zinya's problem. Heck, Tm too tired even for theory crafting magic.' He thought as 
the Skinwalker shapeshifted into his pajamas. 

Lith checked with Life Vision that nothing was out of order and that there was no 
unknown magical item before being able to relax. He fell asleep the moment his head 
touched the pillow. 

It didn't last long, though. A sudden flash of light and a mildly amused voice woke 
him up after what seemed a second. 

"What are you doing?" There was a tinge of annoyance in Kamila's voice. 

"Isn't it obvious? 1 was sleeping." Lith shielded his eyes from the cruel light with a 
hand. 

"After the way you kissed me when 1 returned home? After what 1 said earlier? What 
happened to your math skills?" She was tapping her foot, her hands on her hips. 

"What do you- Good gods!" Lith's mind recalled her earlier words as his vision 
returned to normal. Kamila was standing in front of the door wearing only red lace 
lingerie. It made wonders emphasizing her pale skin and soft curves. 

During his time as Assistant Professor at the academy, Lith had used the White 
Griffon network to patent the underwear he had plagiarized from Earth. It hadn't 
been the success he had hoped for, except for the lingerie, of course. 

Lith had gifted Kamila a few sets for their amorous plays and she was now wearing 
his favorite one. 

"But yesterday you said..." 

"Yesterday we had to talk, silly." She crawled on the bed on all four with deliberately 
slow, sensual movements, showing miles of cleavage. 
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"Didn't you miss me? Even one bit?" She said before giving him a peck that tasted like 
heaven. 


Lith turned off the lights with a snap of his fingers before taking her into his arms. 
They started to kiss while feeling each other's body. Lith took his time to appreciate 
the feeling of the lace covering her skin before removing it slowly, one bit at the time. 

'Thanks, math. 1 knew you wouldn't let me down.' 




The next morning, after they had breakfast together and Kamila left home, Lith went 
back to Lutia. He took Delius's Warp Gate to leave a trace of his movements and then 
used Solus's tower Warp to reach his destination and sleep. 

Kamila was fine because he had shared a bit of his life force with her, but they had 
slept too little and Invigoration's effects had yet to reset. Four hours later, Lith was 
back at his full force and practiced Zinya's procedure until it was lunchtime. 

His parents were very happy to have him with them for a while, even more when he 
chose to stay a bit longer after lunch. Lith told them about his latest mission 
everything that wasn't a state secret. 

"I'm glad to hear that Friya is doing well." Elina said. 

"Yeah, too bad that girl is a workaholic just like you. You haven't seen each other 
since Jirni's birthday and yet you spent the entire time practicing magic. You need to 
relax, son." Raaz said. 

"It's what I'm doing now, right?" Lith used spirit magic to play with Aran, moving 
some of his toy soldiers and engaging him in a fierce battle. 

"Why did you pick the beanpole instead of aunt Friya? She's a babe." Aran said with a 
pensive tone. Some words made little sense to him, so he had a hard time 
remembering them 

"Raaz!" "Dad!" Elina and Lith said in unison. The only way Aran could say such things 
was by hearing those words from someone else and often at that. 

"Guilty as charged." Raaz showed his hands, surrendering. 
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"I'm sorry, but I never understood how you pick your girlfriends. Even when you two 
just met, Phloria was already very tall. Taller than me and even than you. Also, she's 
too..." Raaz was almost too embarrassed to finish the sentence. 

"Strong?" Lith asked. He knew that his father was still shocked after losing to her in 
many strength contests. As far as Raaz knew, Phloria was stronger than Lith as well. 

"Yes. A woman shouldn't be so intimidating. Now you have Kamila, she's lovely sure, 
but she's..." 

"Old?" Elina's voice was so cold that it made the temperature in the room plummet. 
'If Kamila is old, then what am I?' She thought. 

"...er. Older than Lith, dear. Whereas Friya is about the right age, height, and is a 
wonderful woman. A father has all the right to worry about his eldest son." Raaz said, 
his voice became low and sour. 

"Eldest son? What about Trion?" Lith didn't miss either Raaz's tone nor Elina turning 
pale. 

"Dear, I told you it had to wait." She said. 

"Sorry, honey. I didn't mean to." He sighed. 

"Your brother came here a few days before Jirni's birthday, when only your mother, 
Aran, and I were at home. Things didn't go well. Our reunion started badly and 
things escalated quickly. Long story short, he disowned us and is no longer a 
member of our family." 
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CHAPTER 600 
OUTCAST (2) 


Trion had never forgotten his promise to Lith, mostly because he was afraid that his 
brother would barge into his base and humiliate him again. It still took him months 
to find the strength to go back home. 

He loved his parents with all his heart and that was the reason seeing them was 
much harder than continuing to avoid the unresolved issues he had with his family. 
Trion had thought for a long time about Orpal's fate before realizing that by 
endangering their baby brother's life he had crossed the line. 

Thanks to the life in the army and the camaraderie with his peers, Trion had realized 
that what he had with his older brother was a sick relationship. Orpal always 
ordered him around and they rarely argued simply because Trion obeyed him. 

He didn't resent his parents anymore for disowning his beloved older brother, yet 
the more he thought about it, the less home felt like a home. His parents had never 
loved him any less than Lith, but he was tired of always being compared to his little 
brother. 

Tired of being painfully often referred to as "Lith's brother" rather than with his 
name. 

The army gave him a place where he could be himself, where the shadow of his 
brother couldn't reach him anymore. That was the reason he had never returned 
home. Even if Lith was always at the academy, his presence had tainted the whole of 
Lutia. 

In her letters, after asking Trion to reply to her and let her know he was alright, Elina 
would always mention how the village had expanded, how their house was being 
renovated. Until the house he remembered was no more. 

Things became even worse for Trion each time Lith made a name for himself. The 
plague in Kandria, single-handedly facing a Valor, becoming a top ranker, they were 
all events that reached every corner of the Griffon Kingdom, barracks included. 
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Every time Trion heard people praising Lith for his achievements, despite him being 
a nameless commoner, he couldn't help but being jealous. 


'If there's one thing Orpal was right about it's how unfair it is that no one cares about 
our hard work. No one praises me for my efforts, nor does anyone care for how well 
I'm doing in the army. Lith only has to move his hands while spouting bullshit and 
everyone blows smoke up his ass!' He would often think. 

When Lith received a family name from the King himself, Trion learned about it the 
worst possible way. A Lieutenant asked him if he wanted to take the Verhen name in 
front of the whole Mess Hall. 

Suddenly Trion was no more, and in the blink of an eye his name became "Lith's 
brother" Verhen. Trion had to ask to be relocated and buy a family name, Proudstar, 
to avoid being associated with the Verhen again. 

He regretted what he did to Phloria, but no matter how deep he buried his hatred, it 
was always there, smoldering. Any mention of his brother's name, no matter the 
reason, was enough to rekindle it into a blazing fire again. 

When Trion returned home, it was exactly as he feared. The house was 
unrecognizable and so was the village. Most of the farmhands had no idea who he 
was and those who did spit on the ground at his passage. 

"If you were my son and you made my Liza cry as much as Elina did for you. I'd kick 
your ass back to where you came from." Bromann said, eager to tell anyone who 
asked about "the Sergeant" exactly who he was. 

Trion had yet to set foot inside his home and he was already full of venom. He was 
thinking about throwing the thousands of miles he had crossed into the gutter when 
the door opened. 

Raaz immediately recognized him and immediately embraced his long lost son. 

"Welcome home, son." Was all he managed to say while fighting his tears back. 

Hearing those words, Elina too rushed to the door, joining the embrace as tears of joy 
streamed down her face. In that moment, Trion remembered how much he loved his 
parents and all the wonderful things they had shared. 


traitorAIZEN 412 I 415 



"I missed you so much, Trion.^^^ Elina said between sobs. 


"I missed you too, mom. Sorry for not visiting for so long." He said letting go of his 
past grievances. 

Unfortunately, they all flooded back the moment his eyes looked to his right, where 
his old room once was. It had been replaced by a pantry years ago. He ignored his 
parents' question about his friends and career, asking in anger: 

"What the heck happened here? Where is my room?" 

"Don't worry, sweetie. We haven't thrown away anything. Your room is on the second 
floor, like everyone else's." Elina said. 

"What has become of Lith's study? Is it now a laundry room or what?" He asked with 
way more emphasis than necessary. 

"Lith's study is still there, just like Rena's. Lith sometimes brings his girlfriend home 
and Rena is married now. They deserve a bit of privacy." Raaz explained. 

It made perfect sense, especially considering that Lith had paid for all the 
renovations with his own money, yet Trion took it as unfair treatment. 

"Come in, dear. Have a seat. We have so much catch up to do." Elina took hot tea and 
freshly baked pastries out other dimensional ring, leaving Trion flabbergasted. 

Now the kitchen and the dining room were two separate rooms. Every piece of 
furniture was of good quality. The house was warm and without a single draft, with 
more magical tools than the apartments Trion lived in. 

With every step he took, he felt alien to that place. Only his parents gave him the 
strength to sit down and fight the rage that was consuming him. 

"Who is this man, mom?" A small voice asked. 

Trion had heard about Aran from both Phloria and Lith, yet he still couldn't believe 
his own eyes. He had always thought that giving birth to a demon like Lith had made 
her barren. 

Secretly, he found solace at that thought, like it was some kind of divine justice 
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balancing the scale. 


"Sweetie, come meet your brother Trion." Elina held him in her arms. 

"I've only one brother." Aran stubbornly said. 

"Forgive him, Trion. Aran is barely four years old and has never met you before. You 
know how kids are." Her tone was apologetic, but Elina never stopped smiling nor 
her eyes sparkling while looking at the little miracle in her arms. 

"Don't worry mom, it's fine." He blatantly lied, making it clear that he resented the 
small child. 

"Tell me everything about you son. How are things in the army? Do you have 
someone special?" Raaz asked. 

"Sorry, dad. I'm not as good as Lith. I'm not married nor do 1 have a girlfriend. After 
all, even after working my ass off for years I'm just a Staff Sergeant, whereas he is a 
mighty mage who became a Lieutenant right off the bat! 

"Why would anyone be interested in a nobody like me?" He said while slamming his 
hand on the table. 

"Trion I'm not making comparisons. 1 just want to know how you are." Raaz said 
while Elina tried to calm Aran down. He didn't like strangers and didn't like 
strangers who yelled even more. 
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